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Chapter One - Bruce's P.0.V. 


Author's Notes: 
| write my stories with the greatest respect and admiration for the real persons whose names I've borrowed. 


This is a work of pure fiction in every respect. 


The morning after | arrived back in London | woke up a little disoriented. It took me a moment to remember | 
was in Jan's flat, but as soon as | remembered | rolled over and reached out to him. He was still sleeping 
peacefully, it was very early judging from the angle of the sun slanting through the window but | was still on 


America time and | felt wide awake. 


| couldn't stop looking at Jan. He's just so fucking perfect that | still can't believe I'd found him. | think | was in 
love with him from the first night we were lost in the Canadian wilderness when he crawled into my bunk 
after being startled by the sound of a bear outside. He'd been frightened but trying to be brave and | felt an 
urge to protect him then | never felt that way toward anyone and | didn't understand it at the time, but over 
the next couple of days as things developed between us it all fell into place. 


And now l'm back in England after almost two years of working in America flying tourists and commuters 


around the Midwest. Janick wants me to live with him here in his flat but I'm determined to pay my own way. 


| sponged off my wealthy ex-wife for our entire marriage and I'm very ashamed of myself for that. I'm 


twenty-five years old and it's time | stood up and faced life. 


And now | have the perfect incentive. Janick. | followed him to New York, then followed him back to England; | 
would follow him to the moon and back. The depth and intensity of the feelings | had for him astonished me. | 
never imagined | could feel this strongly for someone, let alone someone I'd known such a short time We've 
only known another for less than two weeks and we still have a great deal to learn about one another. | know 
there will be a lot of adjustments to make, we have to learn one another's habits and develop a routine 


together, but I'm more excited about the possibilities than I've ever been about anything. 


Jan murmured in his sleep, rolling toward me. | couldn't resist reaching out and softly running my fingers 
through his hair. | could feel the warmth of his nude body lying next to me under the covers and a spark of 


desire went through me as | remembered our lovemaking the night before. 


‘Mmmmm," Jan murmured, his eyes opening blearily. He looked blankly at me for a second then smiled and 


reached out to me, meeting my kiss. 


"Good morning!" | smiled when we parted. "How are you feeling this morning?" Our activities the night before 


had been pretty heated and | imagined he was sore in a few places. 


"| feel fantastic," he pulled me to him, nestling into the crook of my neck. "| thought | was dreaming for a 


second when | saw you lying next to mel” He looked up at me, "How do you feel?" 
"A little overwhelmed," | admitted. 


"Hmm," Jan made a comfortable sound and tightened his arm across me. "just take your time. You've been out 


of the country for a while, you need to learn your way around again" 

| chuckled a little, "I certainly do! | was so preoccupied last night that | just gave the taxi driver your address 
and zoned out; | don't even know exactly where we are." After receiving Jan's terse answer to the text | sent 
him when | arrived my mind was whirling trying to figure out what happened and | hadn't paid attention to my 


surroundings. 


"It won't take long to get acquainted with the area, and we're not far from the heart of the city. You did mean 
it when you agreed to stay here, right?" 


| wrapped my arms around him and buried my face in his hair, kissing his neck, "m here for as long as you 


want me to be. | don't want to be apart from you." 
"Good," Jan sighed, giving in to my kisses and wandering hands. "because | want you with me too!" 


We made love slowly, still learning about one another, exploring and experimenting. The dreamlike pace didn't 


diminish the intensity of the orgasm, though; we came almost simultaneously, feeding off of each other's 
pleasure until we lay sated and blissed out, wrapped up together. 


We couldn't stay in bed all day, as much as | would have loved to. | took a shower and when | entered the tiny 
kitchen | found Jan at the stove and the smell of eggs and sausage in the air, reminding me that | hadn't eaten 
anything more than crackers and chips since before boarding the flight almost twenty-four hours before. | 
went up behind him and wrapped my arms around him, nuzzling his neck. "That smells fantastic. I'm afraid | 


can't cook, | lived on fast food and frozen dinners in America." 


Jan giggled as | ran playful kisses up beneath his long hair, "I only cook a little but it doesn't take much 
knowledge to make bangers and eggs. Sit down, I'll bring you a plate." 


| poured myself a cup of coffee and took a chair at the table before a window, gazing out at a sleepy 
residential neighborhood with mature trees just starting to show a tinge of autumn colors. Jan put a plate in 
front of me and sat across from me with his own breakfast. 


"| got a message from Andy while you were in the shower," he began, then at my quizzical look he went on to 
explain "Andy is sort of like a talent agent, | guess you would say. His agency sponsored me in the guitar 
competition and he was the one who set me up with the Thunderburst audition" 


"Was he upset over your missing the audition?" | asked. 
Jan made a rueful face, "Oh yeah, he gave me a right earful. | can't blame him, if | made it into a band like 
Thunderburst he would have earned a finder's fee and the publicity would have been great for his agency. | 


made up an excuse that a friend was coming into town and | had to meet the plane. It wasn't exactly a lie." 


| smiled to myself. | couldn't imagine Janick telling more than a white lie about anything. "He's still going to 


represent you then, isn't he?" 
Jan nodded as he sipped his coffee, "Yeah but he told me the only prospects right now are as a studio 
guitarist or maybe as a fill-in guitarist at clubs or something. Apparently, Thunderburst chose someone from 


the auditions for their band." 


"I hope it wasn't the punk your ex left you for!" | snorted. | couldn't fathom anyone dumping Jan for any 


reason whatsoever. 


Jan smiled a bit, "| didn't ask, but | doubt it. At any rate, I'm free until something turns up so is there 
anything you want to do today?" 


| smirked at him and waggled my eyebrows and he burst out laughing. "Besides that, | mean!!" 


| laughed too, "I know, and I'm not sure what | should do first. | know | need to update my UK. pilot license so | 
have to look up a place to take the exams to re-qualify." 


"You can look that up online, can't you? Do you have a computer?" 


| nodded. | had a laptop that was top-of-the-line when | bought it three years ago but it was somewhat 
outdated now. When we finished eating | offered to help Jan clean the kitchen, which only took a few minutes, 
then we went to the living room. 


Jan's apartment was somewhat quirky, the building was old and the rooms small, they all seemed to be at odd 
angles but | liked it. It was decorated simply with framed concert posters and a few photographs of people | 
assumed were his family and the furniture was basic. There seemed to be a dozen guitars and amps scattered 
around the lounge and the bedroom. The place was clean and bright and | already felt comfortable there. | dug 
my laptop out of my luggage and signed onto Jan's Wi-Fi, and while | was making a list of things | had to do to 


requalify Jan sat cross-legged on the floor strumming a Stratocaster with the amp down low. 
‘I'm not bothering you, am |?" he asked after a moment. 


‘Of course not!" | assured him, "In fact, | want to hear you play for real. I'd better get this stuff done first, 
but you're not getting through the day without playing for mel” | shook my finger at him in mock severity. 


"Yes, sir!" he grinned. 


By that afternoon I'd compiled a list of steps | had to take to legally fly in the UK. and made a list of flight 
schools that offered the courses necessary. In my case | needed only a few hours of classroom study and 
some flight time, so with any luck | would be a licensed pilot again in a very short time. The biggest obstacle 
was the cost, it would take a significant bite out of the money I'd saved up during my time in America, but it 


had to be done. 


Jan didn't interrupt me, he seemed to be engrossed in a project of his own. He put headphones on and fired up 
his own laptop to what seemed to be a program designed for songwriting. He would play a few licks, record 
them, listen back and make some adjustments, then do it all over again. | couldn't help but steal the occasional 
look at him; he was totally engrossed in what he was doing and | was admittedly staring. His expression was so 
far away and dreamy | wasn't sure if he was aware of anything other than the music. He was playing quietly 
and some of the changes he made were so subtle | couldn't discern any change at all, but he was obviously 


aware of exactly what sound he was going for. 

After I'd done all | felt | could do online | simply sat watching Jan for several minutes before he was aware of 
it. The piece of music he was working on seemed to be quite long and he closed his eyes as he played so when 
he finished and opened his eyes to find me looking at him he looked taken aback for a second then laughed. 


"How long have you been sitting there watching me?" 


| smiled. "Not long enough; | could watch you for hours." 


He laughed louder then and got up from where he's been sitting on the floor, his long legs unfolding gracefully 
as he stood and stretched, then he came over to sit next to me. "Did you find the info you needed online?" 


| nodded, "I think so. I've made a list of some places to call tomorrow, it shouldn't be a problem to get my 
license renewed. But what are you doing? Are you writing a song?" | knew almost nothing about the songwriting 


process. 


He nodded, "l'm trying to. I've written a few I've been able to sell in the past. Nothing you've heard of, I'm sure, 
but sometimes the lesser known bands know that songwriting isn't their strong suit and they buy music. It can 


bring in a litte money." 

"Can you play something for me, maybe something you wrote?" | asked a little hesitantly. 

He beamed and immediately went to get his guitar, bringing it to the couch with him after adjusting the amp a 
bit. He seemed to think for a few seconds then began to play. | admit | may be biased because of how | feel 


about Jan, but to me the song he played was as good as anything I've ever heard on a radio or in a concert. It 
built from a quiet intro to a powerful driving beat then went off into an intricate finish before tapering off 


quietly. 

They say music is an art and for the first time | understood what they mean by that. Listening to Jan play | 
felt the emotion in the music; there was a message there and the beauty of it was that the message could be 
whatever the listener imagined it to be. When the last note sounded out Jan opened his eyes and looked at me, 


then laughed softly almost as though he was self-conscious with me watching him so intently. 


| shook my head, searching for words, "I knew you must be good but | had no idea how incredible you are. 


You're fucking magic!" 
He looked embarrassed and flushed slightly, "You've only heard one song, don't judge me too quickly!” 
"Okay then, play something else!" | challenged him. 


We ended up sitting there until it grew dark outside and Jan played song after song for me, some well-known 
hits and some his own compositions. Finally, he lay the guitar aside and reached over to switch on a lamp. 


"I had no idea it was so late, we should probably get something to eat. We can go to the local for something if 
you like." 


| agreed to that and we threw our jackets on, walking a few blocks to a nondescript corner pub where the 


bartender, a jovial white-haired man greeted Jan by name. 
"Haven't seen you around for a bit, Janick!" 


"Ie been out of the country working, Jackie. This is my mate Bruce," he introduced me to the man then we 


ordered a light supper, topping it off with a few points before making our way back to the flat. As we walked 
home | reached over and took Jan's hand and was rewarded by a smile. 


"| like it here. This is the kind of neighborhood | used to dream of living in when | was at boarding school." | 


commented. 

"Where did you live when you were married?" Jan asked quietly. 

"Old man Montrose owned half a dozen houses and had condos or townhouses leased all over the world so we 
lived wherever Judith took a fancy to stay." Judith's father was a corporate magnate, he had his fingers in a 


number of different industries in half a dozen countries. "| never felt like | really had a home." 


Jan squeezed my hand, "You have one now." 


Chapter Two - Janick's P.0.V. 


Author's Notes: 
This is a work of fiction with characters loosely based in appearance on real persons. Everything | write is 


written out of love, respect, and admiration for those whose names | use. 


Janick's PON. 


Bruce took my hand walking home from the pub and | don't think I've ever felt so content since | was a child. 
I've walked that route probably a hundred times but always alone and never eager to get home to an empty 
flat and nothing but the television for company. | told Bruce he has a home now but | feel like | finally have 


one too because l'm not alone anymore. 


Bruce was working on the computer all afternoon and he hadn't unpacked yet. He only brought two suitcases as 
well as a carry-on bag; it was mostly clothes and a few aviation - related books but evidently it was all he 
owned. It took no time at all for me to clear room in my closet and while | was doing that he unpacked and 
sorted out his things. | turned back to see Bruce looking at the framed photos on my bureau. | walked over to 


him. 
"Your family?" he asked. 


| nodded. "You don't have any photos of your grandfather?" | remembered him telling me while we were 


stranded at the cabin in Canada that his late Grandfather was the only family he had. 


For a reply he picked up his wallet from the top of the bureau and opened it to show me a photo. It was an 
older man with grizzled iron-gray hair and in his lap was a bright-eyed chubby-cheeked boy of about four. 


| looked at the photo and | looked up at Bruce. He was gazing at the photo with obvious grief in his eyes, trying 
to hide behind his curtain of long chestnut hair. Impulsively | wrapped my arms around him and hugged him. 


"You have a family again now," | said quietly. "This my Mum and Dad," | pointed to a studio photo of them with 
Dad standing behind Mum with his arms around her. "And this is my sister Amelia," | pointed to a small frame 
holding my sister's school photo. "She's at University now and we don't communicate as much as we probably 

should. | don't have a photo of my brother Craig. He just made detective in the city police. Sometime after you 
get settled in here I'd like you to meet them." 


He looked at me with something like brief panic. "Would they approve of..us?" he asked tentatively. 


| smiled and tightened my arms around him, "I phoned them when | got back to England and told them | met 
someone very special. | didn't know then how you felt, but | already figured out how | felt. | only told them a 


little about you, but when | told them about the plane going down and how you handled the situation | could tell 


they were impressed." 
"But they don't know we're together now?" 


"No, | haven't talked to them since then, but they'll be fine with it. They..well, they never liked John" It still felt 
strange to mention John's name but since meeting Bruce | didn't feel the hopelessness and rejection I'd been 


feeling since he dumped me. 


"That's because John is a fucking idiot!" Bruce stated firmly, then amended, "I'm sorry, but he has to be, 


doesn't he? He let someone like you get away.” 


| had to laugh. Bruce's tendency to speak his mind without thinking first may irritate some people but | find it 
refreshing and honest, to me, it's one of his finest points. "They never met him, actually. He had no interest in 


my family. They just didn’t like the fact he's fifteen years older than me." 


Bruce looked surprised, "Really? Where did you meet a man that much older? No," Bruce amended, shaking his 


head, "I'm sorry. That's none of my business.’ 


| really didn't mind answering, "It's okay. | was in a band just out of school and John was in a band we opened 
for that summer. It was a few years before we..got involved. Just don't ask me why | got together with him, 


because | have no idea. | was just young and | naive | guess." 
Bruce slipped an arm around me, "I can certainly relate to that. | won't bring it up again" 
"IFs okay," | turned in his arms to face him, "I feel like | can talk to you about anything.’ 


The following few days seemed to pass quickly. If | was worried about how | would adjust to sharing a home 
with Bruce those worries were quickly put to rest. He's still the brash, cocky pilot | met in Minnesota but he's 
also witty, upbeat, and more than willing to help with cooking or cleaning. He made arrangements with a flight 
school not far from Gatwick to qualify for renewing his license, and though | offered to let him use my old car 
he insisted on taking the bus there. 


"You never know; you may get a call from Andy about a job and you'll need the car," he told me. "| have no 
problem at all with taking the bus, there's a bus stop right on the corner and buses go to the Gatwick area all 
the time." 


| appreciated his thoughtfulness but so far no calls had come. After a couple of days, | called Andy but he had 
nothing for me beyond a few temporary gigs filling in for a night or two with club bands. It wouldn't be worth 
the effort of learning their set, not to mention the time and cost of commuting to clubs in the heart of the 


city, for just a night or two of work 


Andy didn't agree, unfortunately. "Listen, Janick, you're a hell of a guitarist but you have to get out there 


before people forget about your doing so well in the contest," he told me. "Even gigs like this will get your 


name out there; people have to see how well you play before any big job offers come in!" 


| tried to make him understand that, from my point of view, playing pop song covers for a night or two in 
some obscure club wouldn't benefit me in any way but he didn't sound very happy with me when he hung up. | 
wasn't terribly worried; the money from placing second in the competition added to the royalty money | had 


trickling in from a couple of songs I'd written would get us by until something more appropriate came along. 


Bruce was gone for six hours a day; four in the classroom and an hour each getting there and back. | knew he 
was eager to get his license so he could land a job. At times he seemed almost fixated on proving not only to 
me but to himself that he could stand on his own financially. | had only a vague idea of how he had lived when 
he had been married but from little things he said | could tell it had been extravagant and even a bit decadent, 
parties and drinking on a daily basis in such places as the Riviera, Italy, Swiss ski resorts and Caribbean island 
retreats. He did make it a point to emphasize that he had never gotten involved into drugs other than a little 
pot now and then, though coke had been as available as water as well as other exotic substances like ecstasy 


and hallucinogens. | was glad of that. As a musician, I'd seen firsthand how drugs can destroy a person. 


After thinking about it | realized that maybe Andy was right, maybe | should lower my standards and get my 
name out there if | want to generate some work Two days after Bruce started his class | decided to get out 
and network a little. The previous day I'd rattled around the flat all day but even though Bruce had lived there 
for less than a week the place felt cold and empty when he wasn't there. Bruce has a presence; there's no 
other way to put it. Some people call it charisma or magnetism but whatever it is, it commands attention I've 
observed it when we go to the local pub; he chats up old Jackie or the other patrons and it seems to come 


naturally to him. 


| decided to go to the Camden area and poke around some of the bars and restaurants where | knew musicians 
hung out. Those were the best places to hear about any openings for a guitarist before they were posted 
anyplace. | didn't have to work through Andy, after all. | wasn't under any kind of contract with him. 


| spent a few hours wandering the area pubs and coffee shops. | ran into a few people | knew from my days 
with the band but no one knew of anyone needing a guitarist in my genre. | was adamant about never stooping 
to play pop or electronica, | was a hard rock guitarist and would find a job outside the music business before | 


would resort to hiring myself out just for the money. 


It was after two in the afternoon and Bruce would be home just after three so | was walking back to my car 
when | heard someone call out my name. | turned and saw Colin Hughes just coming out of a shop that sold 
vintage vinyl records and rock memorabilia. I'd run into Colin at the finals in the guitar competition recently but 
I've known him for a few years, he was the bassist for the Angels of Rain, the band | was in with John. When 
I'd seen him at the guitar contest I'd been sharply reminded of John; Colin had been the one to give me a place 
to stay when John abruptly told me one night | had to find another place to live because he was moving Benny, 
his new boyfriend, into the flat we had been sharing. Colin had even gone to the old flat to retrieve my 
belongings, knowing that | couldn't face going back there to get my stuff myself; I'd have sooner left 


everything behind. Seeing him had shaken me up a bit at the contest but now | greeted him warmly. | realized | 


was no longer haunted as much by memories of how much John had hurt me. | had Bruce now. 


"Janick!" He came over and greeted me with a quick clasp of my shoulders, "I seem to be running into you 


everywhere these days! Are you working in Camden now?" 

"No, lm looking for work, actually," | told him. 

"| heard you placed second in the competition, Id have thought you'd be swamped with work!" 
"No, not much came out of that, I'm afraid," | admitted 


"Hey, let's duck in here for a quick pint, mate," Colin suggested, jerking his thumb in the direction of a pub 


across the street. 


| hesitated. | wanted to be home when Bruce got home but there was no reason | had to be and I'd bring home 


a pizza and some beer to make up for it. "All right, why not?" 

The pub was dark and | saw right away that the few patrons were mostly musicians like us. We took seats at 
the bar and Colin set us up with a round. | asked him what he had been doing and he filled me in, saying he had 
worked for a time in a house band in a club after our old band broke up and then started working on 
background music for television commercials. 


| might be able to find a couple of jobs doing that sort of thing for you if you're interested," he offered 


| shrugged, "It may come to that. | expected more interest after the competition but other than one audition 
my agent hasn't found anything but crappy temp work for me." 


"You got an audition out of it, though? That's something, at least." 
"Yeah, well | didn't actually audition, | left before it was my turn" | admitted. 
"What kind of job was it for?" 


| had to take a steadying swig of beer before | could give him a truthful answer because | knew what his 
reaction was going to be. "Lead guitarist for Thunderburst." 


Colin's jaw dropped just like | knew it would. | sipped my beer, not looking at him and hoping he wouldn't pursue 
the subject. No such luck. 


"Are you shitting mel? And you didn't audition!?" 


| took another big swig. "John was there," | said quietly. 


"Oh!" Colin looked immediately contrite. "But what the fuck was he doing there? He isn't a guitarist!" 


"His..his boyfriend was auditioning.” | was looking into my beer, unwilling to meet Colin's eyes. There was a mix 
of things going through my mind. | was a little embarrassed because Colin had seen me at my very worst 
right after John dumped me, he'd heard me crying at night after taking me in and watched me drink myself 
into a stupor for an entire week before | started to get my shit together. Even though | felt | was over John 


now | didn't necessarily want to talk about him. 


"Oh, you mean Benny!" Colin practically spat. "He was the main reason the Angels of Rain broke up, you know. 
He was experimenting with drugs and getting into drunken fights at the venues. He's nothing but a punk, Jan. l.. 


I'm sorry you had to run into him there. That could have been a good break for you." 


| gave a small shrug, "I'm not too upset about it, actually. If | got into Thunderburst I'd be away from home a 


lot and away from the bloke I'm seeing now." 
Colin broke into a grin, "You're seeing someone? Fantastic! Is it serious?" 


He wasn't being intrusive; at one time he had been one of my closest friends and | knew he was genuinely 
interested. "We haven't been together very long but yeah, I'd say it's serious. He's living with me," | couldn't 


help but smile when | said that and | heard Colin chuckle. 
"It must be serious, you've practically got stars in your eyes. ls he a musician?" 
"No, he's a pilot, actually.” 


"Good!" Colin nodded, suddenly serious. "Musicians are nothing but trouble, present company excepted. Now that 
you're with someone | can tell you that | think John regrets the day he ever met Benny. | haven't seen either 
of them in months, but they fought like cats and dogs practically from the moment they got together.’ 


"They weren't fighting at the Thunderburst audition!" | remarked, remembering the kiss | saw John give Benny, 
the kiss that had been the last straw for me and made me decide to walk out. 


Colin shrugged, "Maybe things have changed between them, but | doubt it. Hey, mate, l'm glad | ran into you." 
Colin slapped me on the back and stood to leave. "D'you want me to give you a call if | hear of any jobs for 


you?" 


| gave him my mobile number and he left, saying he had to pick his wife up at work. | sat there long enough to 
finish my beer trying to sort out my feelings over what I'd learned from Colin, but then | glanced at the clock 
and left, heading home to Bruce. 


| opened the door to the flat to find him just changing into loose lounge pants, having arrived home a few 


minutes before. | walked into the bedroom and made a playful flying leap at him as he sat on the end of the 


bed, tackling him and pinning him down to the mattress. 


"Hey," he was laughing but not trying to fight me off, "I didn't hear you come in, you scared the hell out of 


mel" 


| brought home a pizza and some beer but right now | can think of something better | want to eat!" | pressed 


my hips against him. 
He grabbed my butt and ground up against me, "Damn, what made you so horny?!" 


"You!" | laughed and kissed him. Things threatened to get out of hand but we reluctantly broke apart only 


because the pizza was filling the flat with a delicious aroma that made our stomachs growl. 


We sat on the couch and ate and | filled Bruce in on my day, telling him | ran into an old friend who may be 
able to help me find work but not mentioning that we had talked about John. Bruce, in turn, talked about how 
his classroom studies were getting intense. Some of the exams had apparently been changed since he last took 
them four years ago and he'd brought home a stack of books to study. We spent a very domestic evening 
with him studying and myself watching a football match on TV while idly strumming my acoustic. Bruce, | 
learned, didn't care much for football but | caught him looking over at me with an indulgent smile a few times 


when my team made a goal and | shouted out a cheer. 


It was exactly one week from the night Bruce moved in with me and | don't think I've ever been happier in my 


life. 


Chapter Three - Bruce's P.0.V. 


Author's Notes: 
My stories are written with the deepest respect and admiration for the persons whose identities I've 


borrowed. This is a work of pure fiction and not intended to be taken in any other way. 


Chapter Three 
Bruce's POV. 


NNNNA NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNNNA 


Janick is the most amazing person I've ever known, a best mate and a lover rolled into one. Even though I'd 
only been back in the U. K. for a short time | felt | was making real progress toward my goals. Granted, the 
requalification exams were going to be a bit more difficult than | anticipated but | didn't think they would be a 
problem. Surely it would only be a matter of a week or two until | was fully licensed again and could find a job. 


As we were going to bed Jan remarked that it had been one week since I'd moved in. | hadn't realized that. 


"We should have done something speciall" | exclaimed, peeking out of the bathroom where l'd been brushing my 


teeth. 


Jan was already in the bed, the blanket pulled up to his waist. "We are going to do something special, just as 
soon as you get your ass in this bed!" 


He didn't have to ask twice. | was in bed and kissing him within a minute. Jan's kisses are easy and free; hot 
open-mouthed kisses on my mouth, my jaw, my neck, everywhere. He can get me turned on so fast it makes 
my head spin, it feels like every nerve ending in my body is on fire as his hands slide down my chest. He says 
my body hair fascinates him and he likes to run his fingers through it, which makes me so hot | have to make 


areal effort to slow down. 


| did slow down, though, because | wanted to give him some attention. He's so lean and wiry and sexy | 
sometimes get hard in the middle of the day just thinking about him, remembering things we did the night 
before or did that morning before getting out of bed. Every night since | moved in we made love at least twice 
a night and usually once in the morning as well; I've never had so much sex in my life. And I've never had such 
incredible all-consuming mind-blowing sex! | know that maybe we're so hot for each other because everything 


is so new between us, but | can't imagine ever not wanting Janick every moment of every day. 


Jan fell asleep almost as soon as he reached his second orgasm, burrowing into the crook of my arm with a 
breathy sigh, but I've never been able to fall asleep right away. | cradled him in my arms and brushed a kiss 
to the top of his head then lay there thinking, daydreaming about having Jan with me as we grew older, of 


buying a house with him and seeing the world with him and having him in my life forever. It was far, far too 


soon to be thinking these things, | know, but | was thinking them anyway. | couldn't seem to help it. 


Two days later Jan's agent Andy called him with a tip about a television studio needing a guitarist to record 
background music for a documentary they were filming. Jan's style of hard driving guitar was just what they 
were looking for and they hired him. The job would only last for a week or so but it would pay well. | was 
happy for him but part of me felt guilty because the money he earned would be supporting both of us until | 
could get a job. Most of the money | saved while in North America had gone toward my re-certification. Flight 
school isn't cheap. Not all flight schools offered refresher courses such as the ones | needed and those that 


did were usually pricey. 


| was able to locate one | could afford not far from Gatwick airport in a complex holding several aviation- 
related businesses. The classroom instruction was broken up into two-hour segments with a half-hour break 
between so during the first break in study | took advantage of the time to walk around the other businesses. | 
wanted to assess the local availability for pilots jobs and several of the businesses nearby were small charter 


airlines or freight airlines. 

| was getting discouraged and feeling that | would never find anything out this way when | passed a hangar 
with a brick office annex attached. A small red sign in the front window read ‘Seeking pilots Now, that was 
more like it, | thought to myself! | still had ten minutes before | had to be back in the classroom so | ventured 


inside hoping to find someone with more information. 


The office was rather small and there was only one person present, though | could see activity in the adjoining 


hangar. A middle-aged lady sat at a desk and looked up as | walked in. 

"Hello," she called "Can | help you?" 

"I noticed the sign in your window," | replied. "Are you looking for pilots at the moment?" 

The woman smiled, she seemed eager to talk and | gathered that she was bored of sitting there all by herself. 
"Actually yes, we are. Our company was recently bought by a large corporation and they're restructuring 
everything. Some of our older pilots were offered early retirement and we're looking to fill the openings that 


created. Are you a pilot, young man?" 


| nodded, "I trained at Halsted five years ago. I've been recently been working in America and Canada but right 
now I'm studying to get my UK. certifications back. | should be fully licensed again in a couple of weeks." 


"Well, if you have a resume or a portfolio I'd be happy to put it on file. We'll be actively hiring qualified pilots 


in amonth or so," she informed me. 


| told her | didn't have that info with me at the moment but | chatted with her for a few more minutes. | 


learned the company was small but well organized and flew manufactured goods throughout the British Isles. 


The woman, who introduced herself as Helen, assured me that the pay and benefits were competitive with 
other airlines of that size and the company was pleasant to work for. | had to get back to class but as | was 
leaving | made it a point to look at the sign over the door to commit it to memory and research it later online. 
The company was called Gladstone Air Freight and | then noticed some small print at the bottom of the sign. ‘A 
subsidiary of Montrose Enterprises’, it read. 


Montrose Enterprises! Judith's father Edgar Montrose was CEO of a multi-branched corporation bearing his 
name, but when | had been with Judith they hadn't been involved in anything aviation-related. Maybe it was a 
different Montrose Enterprises. At least | hoped so, because based on what | had learned from Helen this was 


the best lead | had so far for a job. 


| arrived home before Jan that evening. He texted me earlier and told me he expected to be working until at 
least seven so | booted up my laptop and googled Gladstone Freight. | read some business reviews and the 
background of the small company, then | found a recent news story. Gladstone Air Freight had been bought out 
by the London-based international corporation Montrose Enterprises six months ago. It was, indeed, my former 
father -In-law's company. It was the company’s first venture into the aviation industry and CEO Edgar 


Montrose was taking a personal interest in the venture. 


Damn it! | wanted nothing whatsoever to do with anything connected with Judith in any way, even as remote a 
connection as working for a company owned by her family. Oh well, | told myself, surely there were dozens of 
other companies | could apply to once | had my renewed license. Shutting down the computer | busied myself 
with my other task of the evening; trying to cook dinner. | wanted to repay Janick for all the wonderful things 
he had been cooking for me. He told me he wasn't much of a cook but everything he'd cooked since my arrival 
had been fantastic - or many it only seemed fantastic to me because | was with him? At any rate, on my 
way home | bought the ingredients for a spaghetti dinner. Nothing fancy, just sauce from a jar and frozen 
garlic bread, but it was all | dared try; I'd never done more than heat up frozen dinners and pizzas in my life. 


It wasn't quite as bad as | feared. The spaghetti was a little gummy and the sauce kind of watery but by the 
time it was finished | heard Jan at the door and | couldn't have fixed it even if | knew how. Which | didn't. | 
went to greet him and the moment he opened the door | grabbed him and gave him a huge kiss. 

"Wow!" he gasped when | let him go. "Can | go out and come back in again for another of those?" 


| laughed, "If you stay in you'll get more than just a kiss!" 


His response to that was to pull me close and kiss me before he even laid his backpack down. "Something smells 


good," he smiled, "and I'm talking about food, not just your pheromones!" 
| had to laugh, "I wanted to try to make dinner for you. Um... l'm not sure how successful | was." 


"It smells wonderful, and I'm starving. They let us off for a half hour at lunch but other than some snacks 


from a vending machine | haven't eaten since then. Let me wash up and change, then I'll be right out" 


"Need any help?" | leered. 

He swatted at me, "No way! We'll never get out of the bedroom if you follow me in there!" 

He was right, so instead | finished setting the table. Jan didn't have many dishes so nothing matched but | knew 
he wouldn't care. The final touch was a bottle of halfway decent wine | had chilling in the refrigerator. | learned 
a bit about wine while living in Judith's posh world and though the bottle | bought wasn't expensive, it was 
from a reputable winery. 

Jan stopped at the kitchen door, "Hey! Wow, this looks great, Bruciel” 

My heart did a little backflip as it did every time he called me ‘Brucie' and | lit the two pillar candles I'd 
bought, turning off all lights except the dim one in the range hood. | expected Jan to sit down, but instead he 
came over to me and wrapped his arms around me. 

"Thank you for this," he murmured against my ear. "I love youl” 


For some reason | felt a little choked up, "I love you too, so you don't have to thank me!" 


After | served the food and we sat down | waited a little nervously until Jan took a few bites. "This is good!" 


he exclaimed, taking another bite. 
"Was it a rough day?" | asked after a few minutes. 


Jan gave a half shrug, "It was tedious but not too terrible. They have a bassist, a drummer, and a keyboardist 
working with me and they made us go over and over the same horrible music twenty or thirty times before 
they felt it was ‘right’. Then we moved on to the next piece and did it all over again. The bright spot is that | 


know one of the other blokes and we all agreed to keep an eye out for job openings for each other" 
"They're also competing for those jobs, though | pointed out 

"Only for the instrument they play, so | only have to compete with other guitarists: 

"You have nothing to worry about there," | smiled across the table. "You're the best around! 


Janick laughed, "| don't know how true that is but | appreciate the vote of confidence. Now, tell me about your 


day." 

| gave a brief rundown of the study for the written tests, keeping in mind Jan had no knowledge of flying, and 
briefly mentioned walking around checking out the nearby companies. | didn't mention my talk with Helen, 
however, because I'd already decided that | couldn't in good conscience work for a company owned by the 


Montrose fami ly. 


The domesticity of that evening was very special to me; I'd never really known anything like that. My 
grandparents had been kind to me but not especially affectionate and everings with Judith had been one 
constant party. | couldn't remember one single evening we'd spent alone together in almost two years; even on 
our so-called honeymoon there had been several other people traveling with us hopping and skipping from 
resort to resort across the Caribbean. | treasured the kind of togetherness Jan and | were sharing as we sat 
back on the couch watching television, me laying back against the arm of the couch and him sitting between 
my outstretched legs against my chest. Almost without being conscious of it, our hands found each other and 


our fingers intertwined. 


Janick was obviously more worn out from his long day than he had let on because after less than an hour he 
fell asleep curled up against me. | was reluctant to disturb him and stayed there as long as possible, but 
eventually | had to rouse him and escort him to bed. 


Once we were tucked in | didn't make any overtures because | assumed he would immediately fall back asleep. 
Jan, however, snuggled up against me and let his fingers comb through my chest hair then venture lower past 


my navel. 


| looked over at him and was met with his clear gray-blue eyes mere inches away; the look in them 


unmistakable. 
"| thought you were sleepy," | murmured, nuzzling into his neck. 


‘Mmmmm, right now I'm horny," he replied, kissing me with one of his deep, intense kisses. Needless to say, we 
didn't get to sleep for a while. Jan has the ability to be both wild and sweetly innocent at the same time, a 
combination that absolutely drives me insane. We are completely in sync, somehow able to instinctively 
anticipate what the other needs at any given moment. As we grew more comfortable with one another Jan got 
more vocal in lovemaking and the moans and whimpers were the hottest sounds | could possibly imagine. | often 
caught my name amid the unintelligible sounds and when | did | lost all semblance of control. | simply couldn't 


get enough of this man. 


Chapter Four - Janick's P.0.V. 


Author's Notes: 
My stories are pure fiction and the characters loosely based on the real persons of that name. | write with 


the utmost love and respect for these men 


Chapter Four 


Janick's PON. 


If anyone had told me that the smart-arsed pilot | first met in Minnesota would one day have a romantic meal 
ready for me when | came home | would have told them to sod off. But that's exactly what Bruce did. Okay, so 
it wasn't gourmet fare but it was still a damned good effort considering he's probably never cooked anything 


like that in his life. It was just what | needed too, after the day | had. 


| had told Bruce that | knew some of the musicians | was working with at the television studio but | didn't tell 
him that the keyboardist, a guy named Mel, used to be in a band working the same circuit as my old band, 
Angels of Rain. That wouldn't have bothered me, I'd proven to myself that | could handle seeing people from 
the old days when I'd hung out with Colin, but Mel wasn't a good friend like Colin and was unaware of the 
nature of my relationship with John. So | had to listen to him chatter on at break time about the old days, 


rehashing everything he'd heard concerning musicians we both knew. Naturally, that included John. 


When Mel first mentioned John it sent a jolt through my stomach. | know he had no idea it was a sore subject, 


but on our noon break we were all sitting around a table in a room off the main studio and Mel turned to me. 


"Hey, Janick, remember that kid who replaced you when you left the Angels? That Benny bloke? | heard he got 


sacked from a club band in the east end last weekend." 
| just shrugged, feigning indifference, "I don't know much about him, actually.” 


"Oh right, you left the band pretty suddenly, didn't you?" | tensed up, thinking he was going to ask why I'd left 
so abruptly but he didn't. 

"The band went to shit after you did, you know. No damned wonder they broke up. That kid isn't half the 
guitarist you are. Anyway, apparently he came to work stoned out of his mind and could hardly stand up. They 
told him to get the fuck out and John tried to start a fight over it so they both got banned from the club." 
Mel chuckled a little, "There have been rumors flying that John and that kid are more than just friends, if you 
know what | mean, and judging by the way John stuck up for him it looks like there's some truth to that." 


| pretended to be busy checking my phone and just nodded but | felt an old familiar sick feeling in my stomach. 
John had always insisted we keep our relationship a dead secret from anyone outside our band. He said he 

didn't want to be known as a fag. There are dozens of openly homosexual musicians playing the same circles as 
we played but that didn't make any difference to him. | always had to be careful of how | acted around him in 
public and | always resented the hell out of it. When Bruce holds my hand walking down the street it melts my 


heart to know he doesn't give a damn who knows we're lovers. 


Being reminded of how secretive John was about us was only part of the reason | was disturbed by the 
conversation, though. Knowing that John cared enough about Benny to stand up for him was hard to hear even 
now that | felt | was over him. | couldn't help but wonder; why Benny? Why hadn't John felt that strongly 
about me? | had been completely devoted to John, he was my first love, and | was bitter over putting so 
much into that relationship and getting nothing but heartache in return. | know | should be beyond that; l'm 
absolutely crazy about Bruce, | think of him constantly and miss him all day long. The dinner he made for me 
and the wonderful evening we spent together reminded me that | shouldn't let things like this get to me 
anymore. Bruce makes me feel special without even trying, it seems. | sometimes catch him looking at me when 
he doesn't realize | see him and the look in his eyes is impossible to describe. It's love, but its beyond love 
somehow. But there was still an underlying bitterness toward John and | couldn't seem to get past it. 


Bruce and | usually awakened at the same time; one or the other of us would wake up and snuggle close until 
the other woke up, which always led to sex either before we got out of bed or in the shower. It's amazing 
that neither of us has been late for work or class. When | left the television studio the evening before | 
decided to try to avoid Mel but that was virtually impossible because of how closely we had to work. 
Fortunately, he wasn't in a gossipy mood now and over the next couple of days | began to enjoy the rapport 
with him and the other musicians hired for the job; a drummer named Mickey and an older bassist named 


Duncan who was a seasoned studio musician. 


Because the rest of us were younger freelance musicians we pumped Duncan for any advice he could give us 
and we managed to learn of a few new resources; online job boards or underground blogs listing possible future 


openings. | didn't expect much to come of it but | took note of it all anyway. 


| was becoming a little concerned that Bruce was pushing himself too hard in his studies and | was certain that 
it was because of his fixation on contributing to the finances. | understood how he felt and | appreciated it, but 
he seemed to feel he had to prove something. | woke up at three in the morning one night to find him at the 
kitchen table with notes and manuals spread out around him, busily scratching complex fuel equations on a 
notepad. | stood in the kitchen doorway for a moment, unsure whether | should approach him. Our relationship 
was still very new, after all, and he could possibly resent my meddling in these things. But then | saw him lay 
his pen down and rub his hands tiredly across his face. 


"Bruce?" 
He turned with a start. "I'm sorry, | didn't mean to wake you." 


| sat across the table from him, "You didn't, but why are you up?" 


"| want to get the formula right for the fuel readings. I'll come to bed in a few minutes." 


| didn't move, "You know you don't have to push yourself so hard" | couldn't keep quiet, he looked tired and 


haggard and my concern for him overcame my reticence. 


‘lm fine, Jan. By the end of this week I'll have the required hours for the classroom training and can take the 


written exams as soon as next week." 


| sat there for another minute, torn, then | ventured to speak, "I know its none of my business, but you don't 


have to do anything until you feel you're ready." 


He looked up at me, "Of course its your business. Anything that concerns me, concerns you. I'm ready; | just 


have to brush up on a few things. | want to be able to look for a job as soon as possible." 


I'd tried once or twice before to convince him that | was financially okay at the moment and that he didn't 
need to worry about bringing in money right away but it hadn't made any impression on him. | gave it one 


more try, "We're doing okay..." 


"No," he interrupted, "I know what you're going to say. I'm going to pay my own way, Jan! I've never supported 


myself in my life and you can't understand how that makes me feell" 
"You supported yourself in Americal” | pointed out. 


He waved dismissively, "That doesn't count! | was living in a one-room apartment with second-hand furniture 


and eating frozen meals or fast food every night! And it was just me then, so it didn't matter." 
"And I'm telling you not to worry so much!" 


He sighed and picked his pen up again, going back to the books, "Ill be back to bed in a few minutes," he 
repeated. 


| hesitated another second but | sensed that this could easily turn into an argument. He was overtired and 
stressed and as much as | hated to, | got up and went back to the bedroom. It was quite some time before | 


was able to fall back asleep, though, and Bruce still hadn't come back to bed. 


| found him sleeping sitting up on the couch in the morning with a spiral notebook still in his hand. | was 
reluctant to awaken him but | knew he had to get to his class so | sat next to him and removed the notebook, 


then took his hand in mine. 


"Bruce? Brucie, you have to get up, love." He murmured a little but didn't wake up so | shook his shoulder 
slightly. That got no response either. | sat back thinking, then | had to smile. Moving very close to him | began 


to kiss his neck and shoulder, moving aside his long silky hair for better access. He gave a contented hum and 


moved closer to me but he was still asleep. 


It was time for stronger tactics. | let my hand trail down his chest to rest lightly in his lap, pleased to note he 


already had a morning hard-on. | continued to kiss him as my hand began to move and squeeze, rubbing him. 
"Mmmmum..Jan," he mumbled, half-awake now. 
‘If you wake up, Brucie, I'll give you a reward," | whispered. 


His eyes opened then, looking confused for a moment. Then he smiled, "I think you're already giving me a 


reward!" he said, his voice still heavy from sleep. 


| was getting really turned on myself now and | pulled up the hem of his tee shirt, kneeling on the floor in 
front of him to place wet sucking kisses to his chest and stomach. His hand went to rest in my hair and he 
moaned softly, his legs stretching out in front of him and spreading a little. 


That was all the encouragement | needed. | pulled down the elastic waistband of his pants while still licking and 
kissing his stomach, carefully extracting him. He was fully hard now and his hand tightened in my hair as | 


closed my fingers around him. 


| missed you in bed this morning," | said just before engulfing him in my mouth. He didn't answer in words but 
he raised his hips so | could work his pants down a little, finally able to cup his heavy balls and roll them in my 
fingers as | continued to work on him. In the short time Bruce and | have been together | discovered | loved 
giving him blow jobs. | was so excited | kept furtively reaching down to rub myself through my thin lounging 
pants. | didn't think Bruce noticed but after a few minutes, he spoke. 


"Jan? Let's go into the bedroom, huh? | think I'd like to try something." 

| didn't know what he had in mind but at the moment | didn't care. | let him lead me by the hand and pull me 
down with him on the still-mussed bed, capturing me in a kiss even as he did. He grabbed my arse and was 
grinding himself against me and | felt like | was seconds from coming just from that, then he stopped and put 
his hands on my face making me look at him. 

"Jan, | want you to...will you fuck me, Jan?" He was breathing hard and his voice was low with arousal. 


"Wh.what?" | wasn't sure | understood him. 


| was thinking about it last night, it kept distracting me. The only way to get beyond that," he grinned, "is to 
do it!" 


| felt a bolt of pure lust shoot through me like electricity. I'd been with a couple of girls in school but I've 
never fucked a man. The thought of it made my head spin 


"God, Bruce, I'd love to try that!" It was still early, we had plenty of time but | suspected it wouldn't take very 
long at all. 


Bruce gave a breathless grin and slid a hand inside my pajama pants, circling his fingers around me. | took the 
hint and got rid of the clothing in no time flat while Bruce peeled his own clothes off, pulling me back down 
over him. Somehow | lost all my reserve when | felt his naked body against me and | reached for the lube in 
the bedside drawer, following instinct as | prepped Bruce. He was completely into the role reversal, moving 
against me and moaning until | couldn't stand it another moment and | entered him. Fuck! | thought | would 
surely pass out from the sensation of him so hot and tight surrounding me and | had to hold still, biting my lip 


until | regained control. 


When | opened my eyes to see Bruce beneath me looking up at me my overwhelming lust was pushed aside my 
love for him. At that moment | understood that the connection we shared was more than the way our bodies 
were physically joined. It felt like we were joined in every way, body soul and mind, and | couldn't stop myself 


from speaking. 

"| love you, Bruce! | love you so damn much" 

He reached up and pushed some hair behind my ear. "I love you too, Jan" 

| bent my head to kiss him as | began to move and | was right, it didn't take long at all. | think | got a bit 
carried away, | was moving hard and fast but he loved it if his moans were anything to judge by. | almost 
forgot to grasp him and | believe he would have climaxed anyway, but when | reached between us and began to 
stroke him it became absolutely frantic. Bruce climaxed with an almost-growl which triggered my own orgasm. 


It was blindingly intense and when the spasms subsided | collapsed across him, completely drained. 


| regained awareness to the feeling of Bruce stroking my hair gently and | raised myself up only far enough to 


fall beside him, still out of breath. He turned to face me, smiling. 

"We are definitely going to have to do this more often!" he said softly. 

"Oh hell, yes!" | agreed. 

Amazingly, we made it out of the apartment on time but | have to admit | was pretty distracted for the rest 


of the day. As hard as it is to believe, | had never thought much about being the top man before, it was 


never an option with John, but now that I've sampled it | wanted more! 


Chapter Five Bruce's P.0.V. 


Author's Notes: 
This is a work of pure fiction and the characters are imaginary, based on the appearances of the real person's 


whose names I've borrowed. | write with tremendous love and respect for Iron Maiden and it's members. 


Chapter Five 


Bruce's POV 


| love the way Janick woke me up this morning! | was still half asleep so | dared suggest something I've been 
thinking about for days, and Holy Shit! I+ surpassed my wildest dreams! I've never met anyone with as much 
unbridled passion as Janick, he's incredible! | would have stayed in bed with him all day but today the sign-up 
sheet was posted for taking the written exam on Monday and | wanted to be the first to sign. | needn't have 
worried, the other blokes were all younger and had never been licensed so none were confident enough as yet 


to test. 


By mid-morning, | had reached the required classroom time needed but | stayed anyway and got in some extra 
study. On a whim, | took another walk around the industrial park at noon and inquired at two of the other 
businesses, but neither were hiring pilots. That afternoon | spoke with my instructor and was given the 
discouraging news that there was a lull in hiring at the moment across the entire aviation industry. There had 


been a great deal of downsizing and, with the general economic situation, he had no leads for me. 


"Well, why didn't you tell us that before?" | demanded. | was irked; | had approached him hoping he would have 


some insider tips on where to apply. 
He shushed me and led me by the elbow away from the others who were still studying charts. 


| couldn't!" he said quietly. "No one would enroll in this flight school if | said things like that, now would they!? 
I'm only telling you now because you're already an experienced pilot and you're certain to pass the written 


exams. | don't want you to get your hopes too high; it could take months for you to locate a position” 


"Shit!" | was angry and | wasn't going to pretend otherwise. | felt I'd been lead on and | resented the hell out of 
it. The instructor was an older man, a retired British Airways pilot, and | knew he had only been doing what the 
flight school owners told him, but | was still pissed off. | didn't bother bitching at him about it, | just left the 


classroom before | lost my temper. 


Once outside, though, | sat down next to the building to think It seemed that | left a decent job in a country 


with a demand for pilots to return to a country where | may have a real problem getting a job. | didn't regret 


it, | would have done it all over again to be with Janick, but now what was | supposed to do if | couldn't find a 
way to bring in money? | knew | would pass the proficiency test on Monday, and after that, there were several 
hours of flight time | would have to put in, but | could fulfill that by the end of the next week if | flew every 
day. Was | going through all of this and spending most of my money for nothing? Maybe | would have to look 
for work outside of the aviation industry, but what else did | know how to do? 


| sat there for quite some time looking off across the tarmac of the runways the nearby companies shared, 
not really seeing anything. A medium sized cargo plane was just landing and | watched it taxi to a stop near the 
Gladstone Air Freight hangar. There was one company that seemed to be interested in hiring pilots, at least. 
Too bad it was owned by Montrose Enterprises. My thoughts were going round and round until | finally got up 
and walked to the bus stop. As | rode home | gazed out the window at all the businesses lining the streets; the 
restaurants, shops, and grocers. | knew that if nothing else came my way | may well be looking for work at 
places like that soon The irony of it! Not long ago | was running with a crowd who wouldn't even consider 


entering places with less than a five-star rating and soon | may have to work in a fast-food stand. 


| knew Janick wouldn't be home for a few more hours so when | got home | grabbed the mail from the 
postbox at the bottom of the stairs. | didn't get any mail but Jan got the usual stuff as well as junk mail and 
circulars. | laid it all on the kitchen counter, noticing that one was a utility bill. Great. He was paying for the 
utilities but | was using half of them. | spent the rest of the afternoon on my laptop confirming that what the 
instructor told me was correct. There had been a general decrease in aviation-related jobs over the past 
three years but while | was with Judith | hadn't paid any attention to that sort of thing, and after that, | was 
out of the country. 


In an effort to ease the uncomfortable feeling | got whenever | thought of Jan supporting me, | cleaned the 
apartment and ran a load of laundry before he got home then fixed a simple meal. | didn't feel that it was 
nearly enough to earn my keep but it was all | could do. 

| was folding clothes on the couch when Jan came in My mood had been getting darker all day but when | 
looked up and saw him it brightened my spirits like nothing else could have. He smiled as soon as he saw me 
and came over to give me a kiss. 

| may have hugged him a little longer than usual in an effort to remind myself that, whatever difficulties | 
may have to face, it was worth it to be with Jan He kissed me and | was sharply reminded of our morning 
activities, deepening the kiss before | let him go. 

"How did your day go, love?" | asked him. 

He shrugged, taking off his jacket. "Slow and dull. They expect to be finished by the day after tomorrow." 


| almost hated to ask, "Have you lined anything else up?" 


He sat on the couch and accepted the beer | brought him, "Not yet, but something will come along." 


| merely nodded, wishing | could be so nonchalant about it. Janick is an eternal optimist, believing the best of 
every person and every situation and | hope to God that those illusions are never shattered for him. Or had 
they already been shattered by the unknown John and he was only now recuperating? | knew | could never ask 


him whether that was true. 


I'd done a passable job fixing a steak and potatoes dinner and we spent the evening in a way | was becoming 
addicted to; doing nothing special but it was more special than any exclusive party of grand premier I've ever 
attended because | was with Janick. All we had to do was sit together on the couch watching mindless 
television with him half-lying against my chest for me to push my earlier worries to the furthest recesses of 
my mind. It wasn't until much later when | was holding a sated, sleeping Janick close in bed still basking in the 


glow of lovemaking that my concerns re-emerged. 


Even though | didn't need any more classroom refresher training, | continued to go to the flight school daily to 
make use of the flight simulators in preparation for my upcoming route sector testing in the air. On Friday | 
impulsively walked to Gladstone Air to talk with the receptionist Helen, hoping she would have some positive 
information about the future of the industry. | knew of no one else other than my instructor who | could ask 
and | no longer trusted him after our earlier conversation; l'd long since lost touch with any of the people I'd 


trained or worked with years ago when | first became certified. 


Rather to my surprise, she remembered me. She was alone in the office again, though | could see activity 


behind her through a large window looking into the hangar. 

"Hello!" She looked up and greeted me cheerfully, obviously pleased for the distraction. "Bruce, isn't it?" Within 
minutes we were chatting like old acquaintances and she was telling me how she started out as a flight 
attendant before giving it up, getting married, and taking some business courses. 


| couldn't stay away from it, though," she laughed. "There's just something about planes, you know?" 


| did indeed know, and that was the perfect segue into my reason for visiting. | have never been a person to 


beat around the bush so | asked her how she felt about the future of the industry. 

"Well, right now l'm not very encouraged," she admitted with a sigh. "I've seen people forced into early 
retirement because smaller companies like ours are downsizing. We may have even gone out of business 
ourselves if the new owners hadn't taken a chance on us." 

‘Montrose Enterprises?" | asked. | didn't want to reveal | had once been very close to the company. 

She nodded, "They bailed us out and reorganized the place." 


"I didn't know they were into aviation," | was deliberately casual. 


"| don't think they were, but for some reason they decided to branch out. Good thing, too. Trouble is, most 


people don't realize we're seeking pilots. If it became known then we would be swamped with applicants. Are you 


still interested in applying here, Bruce?" 


This was it, | thought to myself. The moment of truth. Steeling myself, | reached into my backpack and pulled 
out my employment portfolio, passing it to her. This hadn't been an easy decision for me and if | hadn't been 
convinced that a huge corporation like Montrose would never notice me if | worked for them, | wouldn't have 


even considered it. 

Helen beamed, "Wonderfull" She took the folder and went on to ask me about my progress in re-qualifying. Half 
an hour later | left, still wondering if | had done the right thing and if | could simply ignore the parent company 
if | were hired. The way | saw it, | had no real option. 

Janick worked late that evening because the studio was wrapping up the job and it was almost nine before he 
arrived home. He'd texted me so | knew when to expect him and | knew he would be exhausted after putting in 
a twelve hour day so | made another try at having a meal ready for him. | fancied | was getting better at 
cooking, though | only attempted the simplest dishes possible. This time it was just a basic casserole that 


mostly consisted of different canned soups mixed with pasta and baked. 


| left it warming in the oven and when | heard him at the door | was ready, greeting him with a kiss before he 


was across the threshold. 
"Wow," he laughed when | let him go, "that's quite a welcome!" 


"Come on," | took him by the hand and led him to the bathroom, ignoring his questions. | had a hot bath drawn 


and, in a gesture | was half afraid was too clichéd, | placed candles around the room. 
Jan looked around, "Bruce! Is this for me?!" 


"No, I'm expecting the Sultan of Brunei! Of course, it's for you, silly!" | still wasn't able to control my smart 


mouth. 

Jan laughed, then turned to me. "I'll only get in that bath if you get in with me!" 

"I think that can be arranged!" | grinned. Dinner could always be reheated. 

The apartment's bathtub wasn't large but that was the perfect excuse for lots of bodily contact. We ‘ve been 
together for about a month now but there are still a great many things we haven't done and this was one of 
them. Watching Jan strip off his jeans and tee and seeing his lean white body sink into the bubbles literally 
made me catch my breath. Once he was settled in the water he looked up at me and grinned. 


"Well? Are you getting in?" 


"As soon as | get my hard-on under control" | laughed. 


"Why? | like it when its out of controll" 


| lost no time joining him in the water then. | wasn't even fully sitting down when Jan moved in a swirl of 
bubbles and turned, sitting between my outstretched legs with his back against me. | couldn't stop myself 
from kissing his neck and letting my hands slide down his smooth chest to disappear in the water, encountering 


what | knew to be there. 


Jan moaned softly and leaned his head back to allow me better access to his neck, wriggling his hips a little 


against my erection 
| gave him a sharp nip. "You're deliberately teasing me!" 
‘Mmmmm, and what are you going to do about it?" he half sighed. 


| fastened my teeth into the smooth flesh of Jan's shoulder, "I'm going to fuck you until you pass out!" | 
whispered fiercely. 


"Promises, promises!” Jan murmured, but | was grasping him tighter now and could tell how incredibly turned 
on he was. | easily got lost in making love to him right there in the tub and even though | wanted to tease us 
both by prolonging this, | couldn't wait. Egged on by his wriggling and pressing against me | slid into him easily 
and he went berserk, as he often does, meeting my improvised sitting-down thrusts and giving little cries 
urging me to stroke him faster, thrust into him faster, kiss him more frantically and ultimately reach an 
intense orgasm. | was vaguely aware of him reaching his climax as well, feeling him pulsate in my hand and 


feeling the tremors flow through his body. 


Jan slumped against me for a moment then turned in my lap to kiss me, wrapping his arms around my neck. | 
cradled him to me, one hand on the back of his head, overwhelmed with love for this man. At times like this | 
realized just how much knowing him has changed me in such a short period of time. The past several years 
didn't feel real to me now; my marriage, divorce, and living in North America all felt like some scenes from a 
B-grade movie I'd been watching to kill time while | waited for my life to begin. Meeting Janick and the bizarre 
circumstances of our being stranded in the wilderness together should have been the part of my life that felt 


like a movie but it didn't, it was crisp and clear and real, every detail standing out in my mind. 


We sat there together just holding one another for a few minutes before we forced ourselves to finish our 
bath. The mellow mood carried through the evening, however, and after we went to bed we made love slow and 


easy, falling asleep wrapped around one another in total contentment. 


Chapter Six 
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Chapter Six 


Janick's POV 


We'd spent the weekend doing domestic things such as cleaning and grocery shopping but | noticed Bruce was 
quieter than usual with fewer wisecracks and less joking around. Usually he has a smart comment for 
practically everything, even walking down to the supermarket would produce witty observations about other 


people on the street. Something was distracting him and it could only be his upcoming re-qualification test. 


After dinner that evening | asked him how he had approached the testing when he was originally licensed. We 
were in our usual position on the couch with my lounging against him, his arms wrapped around me as | lay 
against his chest. | was watching a news program but Bruce's attention wasn't on the television screen. He was 
absently stroking my hair, he loved to comb his fingers through my hair, but he was looking off into space 
when | approached the subject. 


He looked at me almost as though startled "The first time | took the test | was a cocky twenty-two-year-old 


kid. | thought | knew everything so it never occurred to me that | wouldn't pass." 
"And you passed with flying colors, right?" 


He laughed a bit, "I'm not sure I'd say that, but | did score pretty high. The tests are a little different now but 
| feel ready." 


| turned to face him and wrapped my arms around him, "It's just that you looked preoccupied." | had been kind 
of reluctant to bring it up. We clicked on so many levels, but in many ways we knew very little about one 


another and | could sometimes sense that if he was provoked Bruce would have a sharp temper. 


"| did? I'm sorry. Hey, do you want to go out? | noticed a pub on my way home yesterday advertising a new 


band tonight, no cover charge." 


"Yeah, sounds like fun!" 


We hadn't gone anyplace together other than the local pub or fast-food restaurants and this might be just 
the thing to snap Bruce out of whatever mood he was in The pub was a short drive from the flat and it was 
a place I've never been, it looked recently remodeled and they were apparently trying to promote themselves 


as a venue for bands just starting out. 


It was still fairly early but already crowded so we took seats at the end of the bar and ordered our beer. | 
knew from past experience that Bruce wouldn't allow me to pay for his drink so | didn't offer even though | 
knew his funds were running low. After a couple of beers, Bruce did seem to loosen up and we were chatting 


freely about nothing in particular when | felt someone clasp my shoulder. | jumped and turned. 


"Jan!" It was Colin, my friend from my old band, "| didn't expect to see you here, mate! Did you come to see 
Dagger Edge?" 


Dagger Edge was the advertised band. "Not really, we just needed a night out," | told him after introducing him 
to Bruce. | knew he would realize that Bruce is the man in my life | told him about the last time we ran into 
each other. Bruce's outgoing nature was in full force and he invited Colin to join us so we moved to a booth 


not far from the tiny stage. 
"You're a long way from your usual haunts, Colin, "| remarked. "What brings you out here?" 


"lm doing a little promoting on the side and Dagger Edge asked me to help them out. You've heard of Steve 


Harris, haven't you?" 
| shook my head, "The name sounds familiar but I've never heard of this band before tonight 


"Remember Rhox, the band that was touring the Birmingham circuit a few years back? Steve was their 
founder and bassist but the band broke up so he started Dagger Edge. They've only had a few appearances so 
far but they're good, Steve is a total professional so he managed to recruit some of the best young musicians 
around. Damn!" Colin slapped his forehead, "I wish I'd have thought to tell him about you!" 


| laughed because he was obviously distressed over that, "No worries, | was probably out of the country doing 


the guitar competition thing when they were forming anyway." 
"Yeah, but still." Colin shook his head. 


To my surprise, Bruce spoke up. "I think I've heard of Steve Harris. That band, Rhox, used to play weddings and 
events, didn't they?" 


"Yeah, but only those that could afford to hire them . Steve set his price pretty high; he didn't want to be 
thought of as an ordinary event band. He still asks for a hefty sum, he knows that good bands don't sell 


themselves cheap." 


Bruce nodded, "I saw them at a party in Mayfair a few years ago. | remember being impressed; they were 


very good." 


Colin raised his eyebrows slightly that my boyfriend had been at a party in such a posh area but didn't 
comment. "They were, and Daggers Edge has the potential to be just as good. Here, see for yourself. They're 


coming on now." 


We turned to the stage where six or seven people were plugging in wires and setting up mics, then all but five 
left the stage. The bartender came over, obviously doubling as emcee, and simply said: "Ladies and gentlemen, 


Daggers Edge!" 


They were good; two guitarists in their early twenties and a lanky blonde drummer who looked somewhat older, 
with a heavy sound built around Steve Harris's bass line. Most of their numbers appeared to be originals, 
which was pretty daring for a band just starting up because the lyrics weren't the trite love-and-heartbreak 
bullshit almost every other band did. Daggers Edge lyrics were more grandiose, about philosophy, history, and 
mythology. 


The two young guitarists looked vaguely familiar and | had no doubt seen them around when my band was 
touring heavily. Most aspiring musicians hung around the scene from their teens learning the ropes. As many 
musicians as there are in London, there is a tight brotherhood among us and sooner or later one runs into the 


same people if they are genuinely serious about their ambitions. 


The band played a forty-five-minute set then took a twenty-minute break. "C'mon," Colin tapped my arm, "I'l 


introduce you." 


The so-called backstage area was basically an open room partially under construction with lumber and paint 
cans lying about but there were folding chairs and a table set up with a small array of complimentary snacks 


and beer for the band. The band was standing around and looked over at us as we entered. 


"Not a bad crowd," Steve Harris said to Colin as we drew closer. It was easy to see that he was the leader, he 


was soft spoken and had an air of decisiveness around him. 


"Damned good for a new band in a newly re-opened pub, I'd say," Colin agreed. "I want you to meet Janick and 


his friend Bruce. Jan was in Angels of Rain a couple of years ago." 


‘| remember youl" one of the guitarists spoke up, pointing at me. "| used to hang out at Nightshade, the club 
you guys played every weekend!" 


| nodded and smiled at his enthusiasm, pleased that he remembered us. Nightshade had been the club where 
we had been the resident band before we started the touring circuit. | put out my hand, "Nice to meet you!" 


‘lm Dave," the guy said, "and this is my mate Ade," he gestured to the other guitarist who was chugging a 
beer. "The mean-looking one over there is Nicko," he pointed to the drummer, "and the singer is Paul, wherever 


the hell he's gotten to." 


We stayed and talked with them until the break was over, then resumed our seats, staying for the entire 
show and joining Colin and the band for a few beers after they got off at eleven. The vocalist, Paul, was 
downing whiskeys and looked as though he had more than a few. | suspected he'd spent the break in the alley 
snorting something up his nose. Combined with the whiskey it made him alternately hyper and half-asleep, and 
a little belligerent to boot. Fortunately he left before long with a girl who was practically steering him out the 
door, but | caught Steve looking after him with a scowl. 


We didn't get back to our flat until after two and | was buzzing with excitement from the evening. Most of the 
time | was able to push it out of my mind, but | loved the vibe of the clubs, of being around fellow musicians, 
people | felt a bond with. I'd made certain to let everyone in Daggers Edge know that I'm looking for gigs and 
they all promised to let me know if they heard anything. Colin had a few suggestions for me but none of them 
really fit. One was for a band needing pop guitarist and one was an opening in a punk club but as of now | 
wasn't desperate and could still afford to be particular. | had no interest in going outside my genre. | play hard 
rock and metal and most variants of that music but although | could learn to play other types, | didn't want to. 


Bruce was looking over at me smiling as | drove home, listening as | talked about people I'd known in local bands 
or clubs we'd played at around the UK, but when we got home and were walking to the building | finally turned 
to him laughing. 

"All right, why are you smirking at me?" 


"What? I'm not! | love seeing you excited, is all." 


We were at the top of the stairs and | unlocked the door, but when we got inside he fell silent. | took off my 
jacket and was heading for the bathroom when he stopped me. 


"Jan?" 


| turned, noting the serious expression on his face. For a moment | feared his earlier somber mood had 


returned, then he spoke. 
"You really miss it, don't you?" 
"Miss what?" | wasn't sure what he was getting at. 


"Being in a band. You were in your element tonight" He came over to me and put his hand on my shoulders. 


"You belong in a band, love! You're too good to not be on a stage!" 
| shook my head, "I don't want to be a rock star, Bruce. | just want to play and, hopefully, make a living at it" 


‘lm wondering if maybe subconsciously you're not trying to find a band. Because of, you know..because of what 


happened with John" 


| was a little shaken by that. Could he be right? It's true | wasn't reading the band opening and audition 
postings on the online job boards; I'd been looking for session work | didn't know how to respond to Bruce so | 


just walked into the bathroom, closing the door. 


Once | was in there, though, instead of brushing my teeth like I'd intended to do | just looked at myself in the 
mirror, thinking about what Bruce said. | knew that | should probably try out for one of the better local bands 
and it would mean regular gigs and steady money. | didn't have any lofty ambitions: | didn't want to travel 
outside the country away from Bruce, but there were dozens of good bands playing rock and metal working 
the local circuits, including the band I'd seen tonight, Daggers Edge. With a sigh | got ready for bed and left the 


bathroom, unwilling to think more about it. 


Bruce was already in the bed and he had only left the dim bedside lamp on so at first | thought he was 


already asleep. When | crawled in next to him, though, he rolled toward me and wrapped his arms around me. 


‘I'm sorry, Jan. | was out of line for saying what | said. You're managing your career the way that's best for 


you and it isn't my place to question it.” 


His eyes were inches from mine, dark in the half light, and | could see he honestly felt he'd spoken out of turn 


| leaned to kiss him softly. 


"You weren't out of line, don't even think that! | want to know what you think; | want to know everything you 
think! And | don't know..maybe you're right. | didn't think | was avoiding trying out for bands but well, maybe | 


was without realizing it." 


Bruce kissed me again, a deeper kiss, "I'm not as good at saying it as you are, but | love you, Jan. | love you 


and | want you to be happy. If being in a band would make you happy, you should be looking for one." 


| thought for a moment, distracted by the way Bruce was now kissing and nipping my neck. Would being in a 
band again make me happy or would it just remind me of how John had betrayed me? Bruce's hand was sliding 
down my back now to cup my butt and | couldn't form coherent thoughts anymore. | wrapped my leg around 


his hip and felt him hard against me, wiping everything else from my mind. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


Chapter Seven - Bruce's POV. 
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Chapter Seven 
Bruce's POV 


| sometimes feel lm lost when it comes to relationships. Of course I've never had a serious one until now, at 
least not with anyone | cared about. People would think I'm crazy for saying that; after all | was married for 
two years, but that was a sham. | was arm candy for her and she was a meal ticket for me. Now | was 


learning what love is supposed to be like. With Janick. 


| was sure | stepped on his toes when | mentioned his old boyfriend. | didn't want to bring it up; | don't even 
want to think about that man. But he was so excited after hanging out in the pub with Daggers Edge and | 
wanted him to know that if he wants to be in a band I'm behind him one hundred percent. But, true to form, | 
spoke without thinking it through and it came out sounding like | was accusing him of deliberately avoiding 


looking for work 


He wasn't angry with me over it, he told me he wants me to tell him what I'm feeling. I'm not sure if | can 
learn to open up that way. l'm great at joking around and making sarcastic remarks but when it comes to 
honest heart-to-heart communication | don't even know how to begin. But for Janick, I'm sure as hell going to 


try. 


| made an effort not to think about my upcoming test and the rest of the weekend went smoothly. | was less 

worried about the test than what came after; whether | would be able to find a job. | already questioned why | 
had given my resume to Helen at Gladstone Aviation. It was just another in a long line of impulsive things that 
seemed to dictate my life, but it was out there now so there was no point in worrying about it. After all, it 


was only the first job | applied for. 


The test was at nine on Monday morning and by noon | had finished it. | wouldn't hear the results until the 
following day but | wasn't worried, | knew | did well. Jan was out and about checking some small venues owned 
by musicians he knew networking for job leads so there was no reason to hurry home. | thought about it a 


while then caught a bus to the labor exchange, hoping to talk to someone there about job prospects. 


| arrived home at four to find Jan in the kitchen busily doing something at the counter with his back to me. | 
stood in the doorway and watched him for a few moments, loving the graceful way he moved, loving the long, 


lean lines of his body and the way the light made his hair look like pure gold. The information I'd gathered at 


various job agencies that afternoon wasn't encouraging; the job market for pilots was every bit as bad as I've 
been told, but one helpful man helped me compile a list of non-flying jobs where my pilot experience would be a 
real asset. | thanked him but didn't tell him that I'd just as soon flip burgers as work around planes but not be 
able to fly. 


Jan must have felt my eyes on him because he turned and smiled, "Why are you just standing there? Come 


and give me a kiss!" 

| gladly accepted that invitation even though he had flour on his hands and wasn't able to hug me. 
"What are you doing?" He had a bowl of dough and several other things sitting on the counter. 
"Making a beef stew with dumplings. The veggies are from the freezer, l'm afraid." 

"That sounds wonderfull" | grabbed him and hugged him. 

"You'll get flour on youl" he protested 


| don't care!" | gave him a deeper kiss and within a minute we were making out against the kitchen counter, 


flour be damned. 
"Wait, wait." Jan drew away, breathless. "C'mon, let me get this on the stove and then we can continue!" 


We made love while the stew was cooking, we made love after dinner, and we made love in the shower before 
going to bed. Jan was insatiable, his energy seemed endless and the more he got the more he seemed to want. 


Finally wrapped up together in bed, | nuzzled his ear. 
"You're absolutely incredible, d'you know that? | feel like we could almost do it again!" 


‘Its only because of how much you turn me on," he murmured, his lips against my neck, "and because of how 


much | love youl" 


"I love you, too," | whispered, looking into those clear gray eyes | love so much. "More than | ever thought 


possible!" Those gray eyes were all that was on my mind as | fell asleep. 


The next morning the flight school called with my test results. | passed the written exam easily and they 
wanted me to come in to schedule the in-flight testing. 


"Go ahead," Jan told me after | hung up. "There's a club near Shoreditch auditioning guitarists all afternoon so 
l'm going to head over there. Andy pretty much told me | should try out or he'll stop recommending gigs for 


me. 


"What!" | was indignant on his behalf, "An agent is supposed to be working for you, not threatening to drop 
you!" 


Jan smiled, "He really isn't my agent, you know. | don't pay him, he only gets a commission if | get a job at a 
place that works with his office." 


"Still." | grumbled. We'd been at breakfast still in our pajamas when the call came in and now we were in the 
bedroom dressing for the day. Jan was brushing his hair and | couldn't resist reaching over and running my 


fingers through it. 
"Hey," he laughed, " keep your hands to yourself," He paused and looked over his shoulder, “until later!" 


That gave me an instant boner that | had to try to ignore because we were both on our way out. It didn't help 
that | was behind him going down the stairs watching that perfect arse. Jan gave me a ride to the flight 
school but | told him | would catch the bus home in case he decided to audition. When he pulled up in front of 
the building | leaned over to give him a quick kiss before getting out. 


"If it doesn't feel like a gig you want, don't waste your time auditioning," | told him. 


"| won't" | made to move away but he caught me and returned the kiss, his lasting longer than mine. "See you 


later," he said softly 
"Feel you later!" | replied, and he was still laughing as he drove away. 


The flight tests were given by one of the school's owners, a former RAF. man whom | immediately felt 
comfortable with. There were only three of us taking this stage of the testing so by Friday | would have the 
time | needed and my test results sent in for review, after which | would be issued my new license. | took my 
first of the series just before noon, testing my familiarity with the pre-flight procedure. Geoff, the instructor, 
was interested to learn of the various aircraft I'd flown and was quite surprised to learn that I'd spent two 
summers flying a DeHavilland Beaver. | didn't mention the emergency landing, but it was in my records and | 


knew he was aware of it. 


After we completed that phase | was free to leave, my next stage of testing would be actual flying and was 
scheduled for the next morning. | was standing at the fence by the runway watching the various activity, 
excited at the prospect of soon being a part of it again, when | heard someone call my name. | turned in 
surprise. It was Helen, the office manager of the Gladstone company. She evidently saw me from her office 


window and was calling to me. 
| went over to greet her, noticing that she looked rather flustered. 


"Oh Bruce, what a coincidence | saw you out here! Come in, come in, they're going over your portfolio right 


now and they told me to bring you in for an interview!" 


| was taken aback; | was in no way ready for this. Who was going over what, now? Helen caught my arm and 
was leading me into the building, past her desk to an inner office. The door was marked ‘General Manager’ so | 
was prepared for one of the men I'd seen through the window into the hangar while | was talking to Helen. Then 
| looked over to the desk and stopped dead in my tracks. The manager was there but | scarcely glanced at him 
because sitting behind the desk was Edgar Montrose, my former Father-in-Law. 


The first time | met Edgar was at me and Jude's wedding - if you could call it a wedding. We got married on 
one of her friend's yachts in the Caribbean with fifty or sixty people | didn't know partying all around us, but 
Edgar flew in that morning. He had been in Asia on business when we met and if I'd known he was coming to 
the wedding | would have been scared shitless, but when | met him he was nothing like | expected He was from 
a privileged background but aside from the toney speech and ten-thousand-dollar suits he treated me almost 
as a friend. | think he hoped that marrying me would tame his wild daughter, though l'm sorry to say that 
didn't happen. 


l'm sure | stood there with my mouth open when | saw him because he chuckled a bit then got up and came 
around to shake my hand. 


"Bruce, it's good to see you! You look welll" 


| was wearing twenty dollar jeans and a thrift shop tee shirt, but if he said | looked well | wasn’t going to 


argue. 


‘I'm sure you didn't expect to see me here." He continued, gesturing for me to take a seat. "You may or may 
not know, but my company acquired Gladstone Air several months ago. | felt it was time to branch out into 
the unknown, as it were! I've been checking in regularly but when | saw your portfolio lying on Helen's desk | 


couldn't believe my eyes! So, you want to work for Gladstone, eh?" 


"Umm... yeah, I'm just completing my recertification and looking for a job." My brain was on autopilot as | 


answered him; | was still so astonished l'm surprised | was able to put two words together. 


Edgar clapped me on the shoulder and led me to a chair, introducing the other man as Carl and telling me he 


managed the facility. Carl was going through my resume and the copies of my previous certifications. 


‘I've read your application, my boy, and | must say l'm impressed. You've traveled around and flown some 


exotic aircraft!" 
"Well, you paid for most of it," | admitted. 


Edgar merely laughed, leaning back in the chair and regarding me with an almost fond look. "Naturally, you have 


a job with us as soon as your licenses are current. You are family, after all." 


He still regarded me as family? | shrugged that off as a mere figure of speech and scrambled to process 
everything that was taking place. "I'm... l'm glad you have that kind of confidence in me." | managed, wanting to 


add ‘since your daughter obviously didn't but | managed to hold my tongue for once in my life. 


Edgar leaned forward, propping his elbows on his desk. "Bruce, | like you; | liked you from the first. | see a drive 
in you; ambition and the perseverance to see things through. As my son-in-law, you have opportunities open 


to you that | feel will lead you to the top." 


"Wait. Wait a minute. Why would you help me out after your daughter divorced me?" Again | was speaking 
without weighing my words but this was the question foremost in my mind. It was all well and good that he 
liked me and thought | had potential, but there was no reason for him to make any special effort on my behalf. 


Edgar's eyes widened and he sat upright, "Bruce, you mean you didn't know? The divorce never came through!" 


| felt a buzzing in my ears; | was certain | misunderstood him. "What are you talking about? Jude called me one 


night and told me the marriage is over and that she filed for divorce!" 


"She filed," Edgar nodded, "but she never followed through. You know Jude, Bruce! The finalization hearing was 
scheduled but her friends were going to the Gran Prix that week. Apparently, that was more important to her. 
She never rescheduled. Legally, Bruce, you're still Judith's husband." 


| felt like all the air had been punched out of my lungs. I've been in some pretty chancy situations in my life 
but | never felt as close to fainting as | did now. | fell back in the chair stunned, unable to say a word. 


"My boy, | thought you knew! Didn't you realize that you never signed any divorce papers?" Edgar seemed 
unable to grasp what a shock hearing this was to me. 


| shook my head numbly. At the time | scarcely thought about it and since | heard no more about the matter 
| simply assumed that everything was taken care of; that since | was in another country nothing was required 


from me . 


‘|... we got to go," | mumbled, getting to my feet. Before | could move, Edgar came around the desk and put his 
hand on my shoulder 


"Bruce, | love my daughter, but | know that she is immature and willful. | believe she will grow up one day and 
realize she has a husband. A good husband. When that day comes | want you to have all the advantages that | 
can give you. | realize now that you thought you were divorced but when you accept the situation as it is, 


come see me. I'll do anything | can to help your career." 


| merely mumbled something unintelligible and walked out of the office as fast as | could go. My head was 
reeling but underneath | realized | should have known all along that | wasn't divorced There was no paperwork, 
no legal notification of any kind. How could | have been stupid enough to just assume | was divorced on the 
basis of one phone call from a flighty, irresponsible woman? | walked blindly to the bus stop, oblivious to the 
chill of the autumn wind and the muted roar of the aircraft landing nearby. Only one thing was foremost in my 


mind. How on earth was | going to break this to Janick 


Chapter Eight - Janick's P.0.V. 
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Chapter Eight 


Janick's PON. 


| sat for three hours in a warehouse in Shoreditch with thirty other guitarists waiting to audition for the 
guitarist spot with the resident band at a club. The club was past its prime but firmly established in the area 
so | knew it would be a steady job with a decent income. The band would be playing three nights a week, leaving 
the rest of my time open for either songwriting or possibly additional jobs. 


| knew several of the other guitarists, though not well, and we spent the time talking, but in the back of my 
mind | felt | was wasting my time. | had as good a chance of getting the gig as any of them, but | wasn't sure 
| wanted it. The idea of being in a restrictive club band playing the same setlist of classic rock covers night 


after night held no appeal at all. Still, it was a job and | had to try. 


Waiting there, | thought back to what Bruce said the night before. He was right about how | loved being in a 
band and that | missed it. | missed it more than | realized and | loved him for understanding that. Thinking 
about him always softened my heart and | smiled to myself remembering his parting words ‘feel you later. | 
couldn't wait to feel him later; feel him take me, make me his, and bring me to the top the way he always 
does. Being with Bruce made me feel like writing love songs, something | always scoffed at because | felt they 
required no real skill. It would take skill to convey in music how | felt about Bruce. It would take more skill than 


any songwriter could possibly possess. 


Eventually | auditioned, playing three songs including one of my own, anxious to get out of there. The club 
owner and the band's vocalist made a few notes, told me they would be in touch, and | left. | was walking to 
my car and passing by a group of four or five guitarists who had auditioned before me at the bus stop. | 
knew several of them and they called out, suggesting we go for a beer. A beer sounded good right then, | 
needed to unwind after waiting around and growing impatient for hours, so we all walked a few blocks to a pub. 
These were decent blokes, not all were hard rock guitarists but they were adaptable and trying to find work, 
which | admired. 


We got lost in talking about guitars, music, and the local scene and | ended up having several beers before | 
realized | had to drive across the city to get home. Cursing myself for not paying attention, | bid them 
goodnight and walked back to my car hoping the cold night air would clear my head. No such luck. | hadn't eaten 


since morning so the beer had hit me harder than it normally would have. | decided to walk around the area 
until | felt | was able to drive; it would give me an opportunity to check out the nearby clubs. 


This was one of the more expensive areas of the city and the nightlife was already picking up though it wasn't 
yet six in the evening. | rather enjoyed it, | have to admit. There was a buzz in the air with the noise, the 
crowds, the bright lights, and excitement. | shot Bruce a quick text that | would be home in a couple of hours, 
noticing that he hadn't texted me all day. That was a bit unusual because he generally wrote little quips or 
sent sexy suggestions several times a day but | knew he was taking his flight tests and probably didn't have a 


chance. 


| wandered several blocks and was standing in front of a sidewalk bistro watching a young woman play acoustic 
guitar when | heard a voice call my name. | think my brain recognized the voice before | was conscious of it 
because | felt my stomach tighten up before | turned around. 


My former boyfriend John stood several feet behind me. | hadn't seen him since the night he threw me over 
but he hadn't changed. The same tall, well-built frame, the same long coarse black hair, the same everything. 
The only thing different was the look on his face. He looked hesitant, almost uncertain. That was definitely not 
typical of the confident man I'd known who could hold a crowd in the palm of his hand with his voice and his 


self-assurance. 
| automatically looked around for Benny, but John was alone. He took a few tentative steps toward me. 
"How are you, Janick?" he asked quietly, somehow making himself heard in spite of the noise around us. 


| steeled myself against the sound of his voice. | clearly remembered the first time | ever heard him sing 
when | was just eighteen years old. He'd been a heavy drinker in those days but if he hadn't been he could 
have gone straight to the top of the charts with that voice. Straight to superstardom. A heart condition 
forced him to cut back to only the occasional beer by the time he and | got together but his voice could still 
send chills down my spine. | didn't reply to his question, it was a rhetorical question anyway. | couldn't believe 


he gave a fuck how | was. 
He stepped closer, "Can | talk to you, Jan? | want to apologize. | want to explain" 


"There's nothing to explain" The sound of my own voice surprised me, it was tightly under control but even | 


could hear how thin that control was. "We broke up. It's as simple as that." 


John shook his head. He was right in front of me now and he's a tall man, well over six feet. He was looking 
down at me with his hazel eyes, eyes that | was trying very hard not to remember. Eyes that had looked 
down at me the night he first made love to me, the night he introduced me to sex with a man and made me 


realize l'm gay. The eyes that made me fall in love with him. 


‘| was wrong, Jan. What | did was very wrong. | should never have hurt you." 


It doesn't matter now," | tore my eyes away from him and was looking for an avenue of escape, wanting to be 


anywhere else in the world than standing there talking to him. 


"It matters!" John reached out and grasped my shoulder and | flinched. | saw a flash of hurt in his eyes when 
he saw that and he removed his hand. "It matters, Jan!" His voice was imploring now. "Please, talk with me, just 


for a minute?" 


| didn't see how | had any choice. | was blocked in by a crowd of people and the only way to get out of there 
was to follow John. | nodded once and followed him as he weaved through the people with almost uncanny ease. 
He waited until we were well away from everyone before stopping under the awning of a closed florist shop 


and turning to me. 


"You may not want to hear it and you probably won't believe me, but I'm sorry, Jan. | don't know why | went 


with Benny and | certainly don't know why | did it the way | did. It was an awful thing to do; it was inexcusable." 


"Yes, it was." | was still maintaining my cold demeanor but it was incredibly difficult with him standing so close. 


"But its done now. You're with Benny.” 


"No, I'm not!" he interrupted me. "We're not together. He..he left for New York last week. He left me just like | 
left you, and that's when | understood for myself just how much | hurt you! Benny is.. was a mistake." 


"That's your problem," | turned to go. | felt like | was going to shatter into a million pieces if | stood there for 


one more second, but John reached out and grasped my shoulder again, turning me back to face him. 
"Jando you think there's a chance for us again?" 


"Nol" | almost shouted. | meant to sound firm but it came out sounding almost frantic. "Are you out of your 
mind?! Do you think I'll just take you back after what you did to me?! Did it ever occur to you that | might 


have found someone else?" 


A cloud passed over John's eyes before he lowered them, looking down at the toes of his shoes, "You're with 


someone else." He wasn't asking, he was reaffirming it. "Whoever he is, he's a lucky, lucky man 


‘lm the lucky one," | know the tears were evident in my voice now but | didn't care anymore. "Bruce is the 
most amazing man on earth, he's smart and sweet and funny..." | broke off, knowing | sounded ridiculous. "I'm 


leaving, John" | turned and walked away and this time he didn't stop me. 


| managed to walk straight and tall until | rounded a corner, then | let myself lean against a wall. Why the fuck 
did | have to run into John, among all the millions of people in London? I'd been hearing his name ever since | 
got back to England and that was difficult enough, but this was too much. | felt stone cold sober now and 


wanted nothing more than to get home to Bruce. 


It was a long walk back to my car but the joy of walking through a new area was lost. How | wished | hadn't 


had those extra beers; I'd never have run into John if | hadn't been wandering around trying to sober up! Over 
the past year-and-a-half I'd managed to shove all of John's better qualities to the back of my mind, focusing 
on his callous betrayal helped me turn the hurt into anger. Now | was fighting off memories of traveling 
across the UK. with the band, of laughing together and drinking together and playing together, always with 
John at my side. | pulled to the side of the street halfway home to let my eyes clear of tears. | wasn't sure if 
| was crying over the nostalgic memories or if it was from hearing John's apology. Fuck him and his apology! I'd 
rebuilt my life and was loved by an incredible man. | took out my phone on impulse to text Bruce, then | put it 


away again. | wanted to see him, not text him. 


| drove home carefully, still conscious that I'd been drinking earlier, and didn't arrive until after eight. The door 
was locked, which was unusual since Bruce knew | was coming home. When | unlocked it | realized why it was 


locked. Bruce wasn't home. 


| checked my phone again. No text from him, no missed call. Where the hell was he? He always let me know 
when he expected to get home! And tonight of all nights, when | felt an almost desperate need to see him. | 
wasn't sure what | would tell him about seeing John, | hadn't thought that far ahead. | knew | would tell him, 
though. | couldn't imagine keeping something like that from Bruce. 


For the next hour | went through my usual evening routine. | emptied the breakfast dishes from the drying 
rack and put them away, | took a quick shower and brushed my teeth, then | took out my guitar in hopes of 
distracting myself. It didn't work. My ears were so keenly listening for the ping of an incoming text or a step 


on the stairs that | literally jumped when a door slammed to an apartment down the hall, 

| was sitting there staring into space, my guitar forgotten in my lap, when | finally heard a rattle at the door. | 
glanced at the clock and was astonished to see it was after eleven. | jumped up and was standing at the door 
when it opened. 

It was Bruce. He walked in avoiding my eyes and without a word he sat on the couch across from my chair, 
his elbows on his knees and his head in his hands. | was staring at him, confused. There was something wrong; | 
knew it instinctively. 


"Bruce, where have you been ? You didn't call, is everything all right?" 


| was downtown," he said in a listless monotone, still avoiding my eyes, " just walking around. I.. was afraid to 


come home." 


"What?! Why?" | was baffled by both his words and his manner. He was acting very strangely. 


"Jan..." he began, looking up at me. Then to my complete consternation, he burst into tears. 


"Bruce," | quickly moved and sat next to him, wrapping my arms around him, "Bruce, don't! Its okay! 


Whatever's wrong, , it will be okay!" | was genuinely alarmed, he was acting completely unlike himself. He cried 


with deep, gut-wrenching sobs for several minutes and all | could do was stroke his hair and rock him gently, 
making soothing, nonsensical sounds. 


His sobs turned to sniffles, though his shoulders were still shaking, and he attempted to sit up straight, 
brushing at his eyes. 


| cupped his face in my hands, kissing him softly, "Bruce, what is it? Talk to me! What's wrong?" 
He looked at me shaking his head, his mouth moving like he wanted to say something but couldn't. 
"Bruce, please!" | was begging him now. 


He looked at me steadily for a long moment, then swallowed hard. "Jan, l.. I'm still married to Judith!" 


Chapter Nine - Bruce's P.0.V. 
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Chapter Nine 


Bruce's PON. 
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My stomach was tied in knots and my head was pounding but the most painful thing right now was seeing the 
look on Jan's face. He stared at me for a full thirty seconds before he uttered a word. 


"Wha..what do you mean? he whispered at last. 


Tears prickled at my eyes again as | told him of my meeting with Edgar Montrose. "I didn't know, Jan! | 
honestly didn't know!" | reached out to him but let my hand fall before touching him. "l'm so sorry!" 


He looked at me for a long moment again and when he next spoke he asked a question | didn't expect. "Are you 


going to take the job?" 
"What?! No! Fuck no!" 


Jan got up abruptly. "Why not?" he started walking back and forth across the room. "It would be a great 
opportunity for youl Your father-in-law can give you every advantage you could dream of! You could have 
everything you lost when she broke up with you, all you have to do is charm your way back into her good 
graces. And into her bed!" 


He was hurt and confused and saying the first thing that came to his mind. | didn't blame him and | couldn't 
get angry with him for it. "| don't want anything from any of them and | sure as hell don't want to get back 
together with Judith!" 


"Why wouldn't you; you married her in the first place even though you say you weren't in love with her! Now 


you're part of the Montrose dynasty!" 


"Goddamn it, don't make this any harder than it is!" | stood too, | ‘d been dreading this all afternoon and it was 
every bit as bad as | imagined it would be. "After | left the airfield | went downtown and researched the 


records, praying that Montrose was wrong." | sighed. "He wasn't wrong. The paperwork was all on record; a 


divorce petition had been filed but no divorce was ever granted" 


Jan stopped pacing and whirled, "And you're telling me that you didn't know? You didn't know you were still 
married?! You never wondered why you never got divorce papers?" He was incredulous and | could easily 


understand why. 


| shook my head and sat again, dejected, "I never thought about it. | was in Canada then and | didn't have a 
permanent address, | got my mail at my employer's address. Judith's solicitors wouldn't have known how to 


contact me." 


Jan was shaking his head and it suddenly dawned on me that he wasn't sure he believed me. | reached out and 
caught his hand and, to my relief, he didn't snatch it away, but he didn't react in any other way either. "Jan, 


this doesn't mean anything is different between us!" 


"Of course its different!" Jan snapped. "Why the fuck would you want to be with me when you have a second 
chance with a gorgeous wife and a millionaire lifestylel? Splitting up with her wasn't your idea, remember?! It 


was hers. You would still be with her today if she hadn't called you and told you she was divorcing youl” 


| opened my mouth to protest, but | couldn't. Maybe he was right! Before Jude broke up with me I'd been 
enjoying everything her money could bring me; the luxurious homes, expensive clothes, endless wine and 
champagne, and travel anywhere | had a whim to go. If she hadn't made that call, would | have made the 
changes I'd made? Would | have made the decision to start being responsible and accountable for my own life? | 


honestly didn't know the answer to that. 


Jan's shoulders slumped, taking my silence to mean he was right, "I should have known everything was too good 


to be true. What a day this has been!" He sat and put his head in his hands, looking down at the floor. 


In the back of my mind I'd noticed something off with Jan even through my own misery, but | knew now wasn't 


the time to ask. | sat next to him and put my hand on his shoulder, "I'm going to divorce her, Jan! | swear it!" 


He shook his head, "I can't deal with this right now.’ He stood and strode into the bedroom, returning a moment 
later with a pillow and a blanket. 


"What are you doing?" 


"| don't sleep with married men!" he said tiredly. "Go to bed, Bruce!" and with that he sat in the chair, drew his 
feet up beneath him and wrapped himself in the blanket, closing his eyes. 


| stared at him, feeling something die inside my chest. | was going to lose Jan. Because I'd been careless and 
ignorant and hadn't made certain Judith followed up on divorcing me | was going to lose the person who meant 
more to me than life itself. Everything in me wanted to apologize and beg and plead with him. | had to convince 


him that | didn't care a damn for Judith or her family's money or anything her father could do for me. Edgar 


Montrose meant well; | knew that. He wanted his daughter to straighten out her life and settle down with a 
husband, to give him grandkids and make him proud. He saw me as a way to achieve that and | understood 


that, but | couldn't be a part of that kind of life. Not anymore. | wanted a life with Jan and | didn't care about 
anything else. 


After a few minutes | went into the bedroom. Jan needed time to come to terms with this on his own. | lay in 
our bed alone with my chest aching, my gut tied up with worry, until | saw the sky lighten outside the window. 
| got up once and peeked out the door. Jan was sitting on the couch now with a guitar in his lap, but he wasn't 


playing it. He was looking off to the corner with a look of abject misery on his face. | gently closed the door. 


| had a flight test scheduled for that morning but | didn't go; | didn't even call. | didn't want to risk seeing 
Montrose again, and the whole business of renewing my license seemed to be a huge waste now anyway. If the 
only way | could get a pilot's job was to work for Montrose, | would rather bus tables. | must have dozed off 
eventually because when | woke up the gray light of an autumn dawn filled the bedroom. | sat up with a groan 
and went to the bathroom to search for aspirin. | was just leaving the bathroom when Jan came into the 


bedroom. 

"Have to take a shower," he mumbled, not looking at me as he passed me. 

"Jan..2" 

He merely shook his head, "l'm going to take a shower," he repeated and closed himself in the bathroom. 

| felt like shit from my sleepless night but at the moment that was the least of my concerns. | went to the 
living room and quickly booted up my computer, looking up solicitors specializing in divorce. | was calling some of 


them when Jan re-emerged but | hung up in mid-call when | saw that he was carrying a full duffel bag. 


"Jan, what are you doing?" Pure panic flashed through me. Was he leaving me? Oh God no, he couldn't be 


leaving me! 


‘lm going to my parents. | have to get out of here, Bruce. | can't think straight anymore," he was speaking in a 


dull flat tone as he zipped his favorite Strat in a gig bag. 
"But..for how long? Are you coming back?" | was almost frantic and not embarrassed that it showed. 
He shrugged, "For a few days, | guess. | don't know. | don't know anything right now, Bruce. l.ll call you, okay?" 


"L| don't want you to go." My voice sounded small and frightened. He was at the door but he turned to face 


me. 


"| love you, Bruce," | heard the catch in his voice and it tore my heart out. "I just have to think Please try to 
understand that." 


‘lm going to divorce her, Jan! | don't want to be with anyone but you!" | had to emphasize that, | had to be 


certain he knew. 


His only answer was a small twitch of the lips, then he was gone. | sank down on the couch then and let myself 


cry. 


| guess | fell asleep, which was no wonder considering I'd only slept an hour or two the night before. Knowing it 
was much too soon, | nevertheless checked my phone. Nothing from Jan but two missed calls from the flight 

school. | knew I'd have to deal with that, I'd have to get my paperwork and wrap things up there, but | wasn't 

going to pursue getting my license now. What was the use? 


My computer still lay open on the table so | returned to my quest for a good solicitor that | could afford. | 
called a few in my area and chose one at random, making an appointment for the next morning. If | didn't have 
enough money to divorce Judith | would beg borrow or steal to get it. | had to be rid of this problem as soon 
as possible; | had to get Janick back! 


The day felt like it went on forever. | couldn't focus or concentrate on anything, | was constantly thinking of 
Janick. He said he was going to his parents and | knew they lived up north someplace. Middlesbrough, was it? | 
wasn't sure. There is still so much we don't know about one another and | want to know everything. | want to 
see into his mind and relive all of his memories with him, | want to feel what he feels and share every breath 
with him. Jan is the love of my life, | know that beyond the shadow of a doubt. The thought that | was putting 


him through pain was killing me. 

| couldn't stand it anymore, | had to get out of the apartment. | walked to the local and was greeted by Jackie, 
the barkeep. He knew me by now and he knows that Jan and | are a couple so | braced myself for the 
inevitable question when | walked in. 

"Evening, Bruce!" Jackie called. "Is Janick meeting you here later?" 


| strove to make my voice neutral, "No, he went to visit his parents for a few days." 


"Oh, that's too bad. There was a bloke in here earlier looking for him. | told him to come back later because | 


thought you two might be in" 


Someone was looking for Jan? "Who was it, Jackie?" | was guessing that it must be Colin, though | don't know 
why he wouldn't just phone Jan, 


"Don't know," Jackie shrugged, busy wiping glasses, "never saw him before. A big bloke with long black hair." 


Who the hell would that be? Another of Jan's musician friends, | suppose. I've only met Colin but I've heard Jan 
refer to a number of people he knew. | pushed my curiosity aside, not up to dealing with it. | was on my third 
beer and the pub was filling up when | looked up to see Jackie standing at the end of the bar talking to a tall 


dark-haired man. Jackie turned and gestured to me and the man looked at me, a strange expression on his 


face. It was almost as if he was sizing me up and | felt my hackles rise. 


He came over and sat on the stool next to me but | ignored him for a minute, concentrating on drinking my 


beer. | was in no mood to talk to anyone. 

"You're Bruce?" He asked without preliminaries. 

| turned to him, "Maybe. Who the fuck are you?" Social niceties were the least of my concern at the moment. 
The man gave an odd little smile, "John. John Anderson" 


My heart leaped into my throat. This was John? Jan's former lover, the man who had cast him aside without 


warning? 


"What the hell are you doing here?" | practically growled. As if my day couldn't get any worse, now | had to 
deal with this arsehole. 


He seemed unperturbed by my hostility. "I know Janick Gers lives around here and the bartender says you're 


his roommate. | was hoping to talk to him. 

"Tough shit. He's out of town" | didn't even give him the courtesy of looking at him when | spoke. 
"Out of town? That was sudden!" 

That got my attention, "Sudden? How would you know if it was sudden?" 


"I ran into him last night," John said, casually accepting a beer from Jackie and sipping it. "He left before | could 
finish talking to him." 


| doubt very much if he wants to hear anything you have to say," | practically snorted. | was fighting the 
urge to knock this guy off his barstool. 


"I can line up some work for him," John said, "I know half the bands in the city and if anyone is looking for a 
guitarist I'll hear about it" 


"Jan won't be back for a few days." | was deliberately dismissive but John didn't take the hint. He took another 


sip of his beer. The silence stretched on for a few minutes before John spoke again. 


"You're the bloke he's with now, aren't you? What did he tell you about me?" He wasn't looking at me but his 


tone was one almost of resignation. 


"He told me enough." 


"Did he tell you | apologized to him last night?" 


| remembered that Jan had seemed a litle disturbed last night but | had been too busy wallowing in my own 
misery to ask what was wrong. So Jan ran into John yesterday. | knew him well enough to know it had upset 
him and | hadn't been there for him. I'd been feeling sorry for myself like a stupid teenager because I'd been 


naive enough to believe my ex-wife was actually my ex-wife. 


| gathered my thoughts and signaled for another beer, anxious to get rid of this guy. "And you think you can 
make things up to him by finding him a job?! You're a whole new breed of stupid, aren't you?!" | couldn't have 
put more derision in my voice if | tried, but this guy just smiled a little to himself. 


"No," he said quietly, "of course not. | threw him over for a loser and I'l probably regret it for the rest of my 
life. Jan told me he's with someone new now. He talked about you like you hung the moon. | hope to hell you 


know a good thing when you have it!" 


With that he got up abruptly and left, pushing his way through the crowd. | stared after him not knowing 
what to make of the encounter. | didn't believe for one minute that he'd come looking for Jan out of a sincere 
desire to help him find a gig. My gut instinct was telling me he wants Jan back and that thought made my 
stomach churn with rage. Jan was only now getting over John What if John had found Jan here tonight instead 
of me, especially after I'd hurt him and left him extremely vulnerable? God knows what would have happened. 


For the first time, | was almost glad Jan left town. 


Chapter Ten - Janick's P.0.V. 
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Chapter Ten 


Janick's P.O.V 


| had to get out of London; | knew | couldn't step back and look at the situation objectively if | stayed around 
Bruce. Emotions would get in the way. I'd said some things to him that, in retrospect, sounded cruel and cold, 


but | couldn't take them back now. 


It was a five-hour drive to my parent's house up north but it took me seven hours because | stopped several 
times to compose myself. Driving long distances leaves far too much time to think and my thoughts were 
getting darker with every mile. | found it very hard to accept that Bruce hadn't even bothered to find out if 
his divorce was finalized! Sure, he'd been out of the country, but it was as though he hadn't cared one way or 
another. | thought the story of his marriage was strange from the first time he told me about it. He'd 
married this woman but didn't care about her. Why would someone get married to someone they weren't in 
love with? Maybe he had loved her; maybe he still did. Either that, or Bruce really had married for financial 


security as he claimed. How could | know? 


He'd told me time and again that he'd changed his outlook after his divorce; that he opened his eyes and 
realized he'd been living a shallow, selfish life. But it had been a privileged life, and if he's still married that life 
is still open to him. All he has to do is get back together with Judith and he could have the world at his 
fingertips again. If he wanted to, he could easily charm his way back into her life. | found it hard to believe she 
wouldn't jump at the chance to have him back; | remembered the way she'd been hanging onto his arm when | 
saw them at the airport. Bruce is handsome, charming, intelligent, and sexy as hell. Any woman on earth and 


half the men as well would want him. 


A cold gray rain started falling after | passed Darlington and it was pouring when | pulled up in front of my old 
home. | sent Mum a message that | was driving up but | didn't actually talk to them so they didn't know when | 


was arriving. Mum must have seen me arrive though, she was standing in the open door when | walked up and 


clasped me in a hug immediately. | consider myself blessed with wonderful parents. Dad is a retired chemist 
and Mum is the quintessential homemaker, they had given me a loving, nurturing upbringing that | had taken 


for granted at the time, but | later realized that not everyone's life was the same as mine. 


The calm, familiar surroundings started to settle my mind almost immediately and | knew | had done the right 
thing by coming here. Mum brought me to my old room, a room | once shared with my brother, and left me 
to settle in, telling me dinner would be ready in an hour. I'd left two of my old acoustic guitars in the room 
when | left for London and they were still hanging from hooks on the wall. Mum had even kept them dusted. | 
had my electric with me but | didn't feel like that kind of music so | took one down, tuned it, and began to play. 
Music has always been my solace, playing soothed my as nothing else could and for an hour | lost myself as 


old melodies flowed from my fingers almost without conscious thought. 


Mum and Dad talked over dinner, filling me in on local happenings and people | used to know, old friends from 
school and distant relatives alike, and | thought | was successful in hiding my inner turmoil until after dinner. 


Dad retired to his study to watch a football match and Mum sat next to me on the couch. 


"We're so glad you've come, we don't see nearly enough of you. But something tells me you aren't here just 


because you miss us!" 
I'd almost forgotten how uncannily perceptive my Mum is. "What makes you think that?" | asked. 


‘Oh come on, son! Who knows you better than | do? Something has upset you, it's as plain as day. You're more 
than welcome to stay here as long as you need to and we won't press you to talk about it, but remember 


we're here if you do need to talk" 
"Thanks, Mum," | gave her a hug. "I just need some time, is all." 


| spent the rest of the evening in my room playing my guitar looking out at the rain and the gathering 
darkness, and letting myself reflect on my life. | hadn't chosen to be a musician, it was like it had chosen me 
and | had no choice. Now | wondered if | should change; if | should settle down in my home town and find a 


stable job. | felt like | was re-evaluating every decision I've ever made in my life and questioning it. 


At least a dozen times that evening | took out my phone and fought back the desire to phone Bruce, but | 
knew that hearing his voice would only confuse me more. | went to bed early even though | knew sleep wouldn't 
come easily. Finally, after hours of tossing and turning, | fell asleep. | woke up with the remnants of a dream 
lingering at the back of my mind but it wasn't until | lay there in the darkness for a few minutes that | 
remembered what it was about. It was one of those disjointed dreams of scenes all mixed together. John had 
been in it but Bruce had been in it too, they had been mixed together somehow so | was seeing John but 
hearing Bruce or else seeing Bruce and believing it was John. Seeing John had fucked me up more than it 
should have, but it would have been okay if | hadn't got a second punch in the heart when | got home and 
heard Bruce's news. 


It was still dark out when | woke up from the dream and | needed something to settle me down so | made my 


way down to the kitchen with the idea of getting a glass of warm milk. | was just taking the mug of milk out of 


the microwave when my Mum came into the room wrapped in her bathrobe. 

"Jan? Can't you sleep?" A typical mother; she was concerned. 

| sat and she sat across from me. "I just a bad dream, I'll be fine." 

She nodded, "You always have had bad dreams when there's something weighing on your mind." 


"Everything is weighing on my mind," | sighed. Still shaken from the dream, tired and out of sorts, | let my 


guard down. "It seems like whenever things start to go well, something awful happens." 

She reached across the table and put her hand over mine. "What's happened, son? She asked quietly. 

And | told her; | told her the details about meeting Bruce and about our being stranded in the woods, about 
the guitar contest not bringing in the jobs I'd hoped for, about hearing John’s name everywhere | went and 


finally bumping into him on the street. And | told her about learning that Bruce is married. 


Mum listened calmly, her hand still warm and comforting over mine, and she didn't comment until | finished 


speaking and took a sip of the now-cool milk 


"Do you believe in this man, Janick?" she asked. It was a simple question but it was also one of the hardest I'd 


ever had to answer. | had to pause and analyze what | was truly feeling at that moment. 

"Yes," | said softly. "Yes, | do." 

"And do you want to be with him?" 

"Yes! But..." 

She interrupted me, patting my hand. "No buts. Either you love him and want to be with him, or you don't" 
"Mum, he's married!" 


She shook her head, "And he says he thought he was divorced. If you care for him, doesn't he deserve a 
chance to make things right?" 


"If he deserves a chance, doesn't John deserve a chance too?" This was one of the things that had been 
gnawing at me. After all, | had a history with John and he made it clear he wants us to try to get back 
together. 


Mum made a scoffing sound, "John! He should be ancient history; he has a lot of nerve crawling back into your 


life now and confusing you! | know you were with John for years and have only been with Bruce for a few 


weeks but tell me something; of the two men, who do you feel is the most sincere?" 


This time | didn't hesitate. Not only had John turned on me without warning, but! had also seen him do the 
same to others over the years. I'd seen him badmouth competing bands to club owners, telling outright lies 
that they were thieves or addicts so our band would get the gig. l'd seen him openly plagiarize songs from 
other bands by stealing the song, making a few small changes, and claiming it as our own. I'd seen him stiff the 


roadies, making up some excuse why we couldn't pay them. 
"Bruce is a good, honest man, Mum. | know he's sincere." | admitted. 


Mum smiled, "Then stop doubting yourself; you already know what you feell Give yourself a few days, let the 
situation settle down, then go talk to him! And," she added with a smile, "bring him here! | want to meet this 


manl!" 


| stayed at my folk's for three days and when the weather cleared | did a lot of walking. They live on the edge 
of town and behind the house are miles of fields and moors where l'd explored and played with my brother and 
my friends all through my childhood. | started out after breakfast each morning and walked until | felt my 
mind calm and my thoughts stop whirling. But never once did | doubt the conclusion | reached with Mum that 
first night. My heart belongs to Bruce. So he's married, so what?! | didn't honestly believe he cared for Judith, 
| had never heard him speak of her with anything but contempt. | believe he regretted the insecurities that led 
him to marry her in the first place and there had been no indication since I've known him that he would 


consider doing something so foolish again. 


| received a phone call one evening from the club where I'd auditioned the day | ran into John. They asked me 
to come in for a second audition but | told them | couldn't; | was out of town. In addition to facing the depths 
of my devotion to Bruce, | also came to the conclusion that | wanted to be in a band again. Freelancing my 


guitar out was never going to make me as happy as being a part of a band. 


While | was home my parents organized an impromptu family get-together. My siblings came as well as other 
relatives and a few close family friends. My sister came from the nearby university she was attending and 
my brother drove up from London. He and | had been inseparable when we were kids and we tried to stay 
close but although we both live in London we rarely see one another; musicians and police don't exactly travel 
the same circles. The house was full of warmth and conversation, and people | barely remembered from my 


childhood were greeting me and giving me hugs. 
Craig, my brother, caught up with me in the kitchen away from the crowd. 


"Feels like old times, doesn't it?" he commented as he dug around in the cupboards for the bowl Mum had sent 


him for. 
"Yeah, this is just what | needed. | think I'll head back to London tomorrow, though." 


"That anxious to get back to your new man, eh?" he teased. He knew | was in a new relationship, though he 


didn't know of the events that prompted this visit. 


| smiled, but inside | felt a knot of nerves. | still hadn't contacted Bruce and he hadn't contacted me. It would be 
better to talk to him in person anyway, to see his expression and his body language. And | had been thinking a 
great deal about his body language or, more accurately, his body. Visions of him would form unbidden and 
unexpectedly in my mind when | was walking or when | was sitting playing the guitar; his crooked-toothed smile, 
his bright amber eyes, his silky chestnut hair, and his hairy, muscular chest. | was longing to run my fingers 
across that chest, it was almost like a physical craving. But more than that | just wanted to be with him, to 
hold him and laugh with him and feel his breath in my hair as we sat together on the couch. 

"Hey," Craig nudged me, "that reminds me; wasn't your old boyfriend's name Anderson? John Anderson?" My 
face must have taken on a particular expression because Craig immediately looked contrite, "Oh, shit, I'm sorry. 


| shouldn't have mentioned him." 


Craig knew that John and | broke up suddenly but at the time | wasn't willing to go into detail about the 


circumstances so he didn't know how it happened. 
"No," | forced a smile, "it's all right. What about him?" 


Craig was filling the bowl with snack mix and spoke over his shoulder, "It might not be the same John 
Anderson, it's a common name, but yesterday a case came across my desk concerning a John Anderson and 


the occupation listed was singer. He was arrested for assaulting someone in a club." 


| snorted, not terribly surprised. John had always gotten belligerent when he was drinking. He stopped drinking 
hard liquor before we got together but it possible he started again 


"Sounds like the same John," | commented. | knew | was well rid of him. One of the many things I'd figured out 
over the past few days was that John had not been a very good person 


Craig smiled, "When do we get to meet the new bloke, then?" 
| laughed, "Mum's been asking the same thing! I'll try to bring him here for everyone to meet soon. Maybe 
over Christmas." | was hoping that would be possible, but at the moment | wasn't sure where Bruce and | 


stood. 


The next morning was bright and sunny, the autumn colors in their full glory. | chose to see it as a good omen. 


Craig and Amelia had stayed over and | bid them all goodbye, starting the drive home hoping for the best. 


Chapter Eleven - Bruce's P.0.V. 
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I've borrowed. 


Chapter Eleven 
Bruce's POV. 


| didn't sleep much the first night Jan was gone, but | didn't expect to. Not only was | tied in knots over Jan 
and the mess with Judith, | also had the weird encounter with John Anderson to think about. | arrived at the 
solicitor's tired and cranky but the office staff were kind and plied me with coffee while | waited to see Mr. 
Jeffries, the attorney they set me up with. 


Not having any experience with law professionals | had no idea what to expect so | was surprised to meet a 
youngish man dressed casually sitting behind a cluttered desk. He stood and came around to shake my hand. He 


had a no-nonsense, straightforward way about him and he listened attentively as | explained my situation 


"I think | can help you, Bruce." He said when | finished. "Fortunately, your wife did most of the work filing the 
original papers. We can simply pick up from where she left off and complete the divorce for no more than a 
few hundred pounds." 


| had been braced for a much higher amount so | nodded, though | had less than five hundred left to my 
name. | didn't care; this was more important. | spent the next hour with him going over everything and filling in 
information from my side of things and | left with a somewhat lighter heart. I'd made a start on taking care of 


one problem, at least. 


Leaving there, the next problem | had to tackle was to somehow find a job. Piloting was out thanks to 
Montrose, and | hadn't completed my flight tests anyway so | had no idea where to start. | spent the 
remainder of the day taking the bus to employment offices and temporary labor agencies throughout half the 
city and getting more and more frustrated at each stop. Sure, there were jobs available. Mostly manual labor 
jobs requiring no skills beyond a strong back, but | have no problem with that. | need an income and would 
accept anything | could get. | put in over a dozen applications at restaurants, retail shops, small manufacturers, 
and warehouses but | know I'm just another of the thousands of people looking for work. | somehow knew that 


I'd never hear back from any of them. 


It was cold and foggy and | was exhausted, not looking forward to a long bus ride home to an empty flat. Fuck 
it, | needed a drink. | was in an unfamiliar part of the city but there are pubs everywhere and | walked until 


something caught my eye. | saw a sign on the sidewalk reading ‘TONIGHT: DAGGERS EDGE: It was the band Jan 


and | had seen the previous weekend. It felt like years ago; | felt like my world had turned upside down since 
that night. Feeling a little like | was a glutton for punishment because | knew seeing this band would remind me 


of Jan and of how happy he had been that night, | went inside. 


This was a larger club than where they had been playing last time but not as crowded, probably because it 
was a weeknight. The band wouldn't come on until seven but | hadn't eaten all day so | ordered some food and a 
beer and tried to relax. | was on my third beer when the band was announced and just like the first time I'd 


seen them, | was very impressed. The sound was a unique, hard-driving progressive metal and the musicians 


had a tight, polished sound. 
The only sour note was the vocalist, the guy named Paul. His voice was good enough but he just stood there 
swaying slightly and clutching his mic. It was obvious that he was drunk or high, or both. | saw Steve Harris 


giving him evil looks but he was oblivious to it and somehow he made it through the first set. 


| was sitting near the stage and somehow Dave, the guitarist who had been the friendliest when we first met 
the band, spotted me. When they were leaving the stage to take their break he came over to my table. 


"Hey, Bruce, right?" he greeted me. "Good to see you again, man!" | liked the guy, he was cheerful and outgoing 


and | offered to buy him a beer. 


‘lm going to take my break with the guys, " he told me, "but you can come backstage with me. The guys 
won't mind, they'll remember you from the other night." 


The drummer was sitting in the corner with his girlfriend and the singer was nowhere to be seen but the 
others were sitting on a couch having a beer. Somewhat to my surprise they did remember me, and | fell into 
easy conversation with them, talking about their set and listening to them telling me how they were trying to 
get enough gigs to be able to give up their day jobs. 


Colin is helping us all he can," Dave told me, "but somehow it's not taking off as quickly as we hoped: 


‘ll tell you why," Steve put in. "H's that fucking Paull We can't be taken seriously if we have a drunk for a 


frontman!" 

The quietest member of the band, Adrian, nodded toward the back door, "And guess where he is right now!" 
Steve made a disgusted sound, "Getting high, of course! We're going to have to do something about hin 
Just then the club manager poked his head in the room, "Break time is over, guys!" 

"Ill get Paul," Nicko, the drummer, volunteered as the rest of the band took their places on the stage and | 


returned to my table. There seemed to be some delay, however, then | saw Nicko appear practically guiding 


Paul to his mic. Whatever he had been doing during the break, he could hardly stand up now. 


Nevertheless, they had a show to play so they launched into a song. Steve made a quick change to a Black 
Sabbath cover, no doubt believing it would be easier for Paul in his condition than the complicated vocals of 
the band's original songs, and for a minute or two it seemed to be working. Then | watched in near disbelief as 
Paul took a step forward and fell flat on his face. He didn't just stumble, he passed out cold and | heard a 


murmur from the club patrons as they realized something had gone wrong. 

Steve looked both angry as hell and embarrassed and my heart went out to him. | barely knew him but it was 
obvious he was dead serious about this band and determined to make a success of it, and now his vocalist was 
passed out drunk in front of a club full of people. | saw him gesture to the two guys who worked as roadies 


and they came out, each taking Paul by an arm and half-dragging him off the stage. 


| don't know why, but | felt like | had to do something. | couldn't bear to see these guys | was starting to think 
of as friends go through this kind of humiliation. | hopped up on stage and spoke quietly to Steve. 


"If you stick to covers, | can fill in for Paul." It was pure impulse on my part, | hadn't sung since church choir 
as a kid, but | remember that the choir director back then always told me | should develop my voice. | was 
twelve years old and had no interest in it then, but | know | can at least carry a tune. 

Steve widened his eyes, "You can sing?!" 


| don't know, but obviously Paul can't," | told him. 


He only hesitated for a moment. "We have to do something. Okay, Bruce, if you're serious, we'll do War Pigs, 


Highway Star, and Holy Diver. Do you know them?" 

"Hell, yeah!" 

Steve gave me a relieved grin, "Then get behind that mic and let's go! 

| was glad | had a few beers in me because | had never been on a stage in my life, even a small stage in a 
run-of-the-mill club like this. Steve gave the other guys some quick instructions then Nicko tapped his sticks 
in a count. The intro to War Pigs began and | felt a moment of quick panic, wondering what the fuck | was 


doing. Then a kind of calm seemed to take me over and | began to sing. 


The set was over before | knew it. There was scattered applause from around the room and | looked back to 


see Steve and Dave grinning at me, motioning for me to follow them backstage. 
"Well," Steve said when | joined them there. "You can sing!" | knew he'd been dubious, but then so had |. 


"Fuck yeah, he can sing!" Dave enthused, echoed by Adrian. Nicko slapped me on the back and thrust a beer in 
my hand. | didn't see Paul anywhere, the roadies had apparently taken him out of the club. 


"Listen, man, | can't thank you enough," Steve said in his quiet way. "If you hadn't stepped in we would have had 


to stop the show, we wouldn't have gotten paid, and we would lose the reputation we're trying to build as a 


professional band" 

| just shook my head, "I wasn't even sure | can still sing, but | couldn't sit there and do nothing." 

"We've got a gig tomorrow at one of the big clubs in Chelsea opening for one of the biggest bands in the city. 
We lucked into it when the original band canceled and it could be a big break for us. Do you want to sing for 
us again tomorrow night?" Steve asked. 


| stared, "You want me to do this again?!" | couldn't believe he was serious. "What about Paul?" 


"Paul is history; l'm firing him. | should have done it months ago," Steve said firmly. "I told the guys to drive 


him back to where he's been staying and leave him there." 
"But l'm not a singer!" | protested. 
"The hell you're not! But if you aren't interested, just say so." 


| didn't have to think long. It beat the hell out of sitting home alone worrying about Janick. "If you really think | 


can do it..." 


Steve grinned, "I know you can do it. We rent an old garage for rehearsals; come by tomorrow around noon and 


we'll put together a set list." 


| found myself nodding. "Okay." If nothing else comes of this it would at least distract me from the shitshow 
my life had suddenly become. 


The garage was a former storage building behind a bakery and it smelled of yeast, which isn't necessarily a 
bad thing. | arrived to find the others already rehearsing and | was impressed all over again by their dedication 
We worked for a couple of hours putting together a list of songs | already knew by heart and the only 
awkward moment was when Dave asked me about Janick. 


"That bloke you were with last weekend is the one who made the finals in the guitar competition last month, 
isn't he?" 


Just remembering that evening was enough to wring my heart because | still hadn't heard from him. "Yeah. 


He's up north right now, though." 


"Too bad, "Steve commented. "He could jam with us. It would be interesting to see how we sound with three 


guitarists. Colin says he's very good." 


"He is," | had to smile, my pride in Janick warring with the regret and heartache I'd been living with since he 


left. 


By evening Steve felt we were as ready as we could be on such short notice and we headed to the venue in 
the band's large van. The night before | didn't have a chance to feel nervous but now | was seriously 
questioning whether | could pull this off. When we arrived | took one look at the upscale, trendy night club and 
groaned out loud. 


"Don't worry," Steve assured me. "We're the opening band so we only have a short set. We'll do the songs we 


rehearsed today, then we can relax over a few beers and watch the main act." 


We all pitched in with the roadies to haul equipment and set up, then it was time to go on. This was a much 
bigger club and it was Friday night so it was packed. I'm not ordinarily intimidated by anything, but given the 
frame of mind I'd been in for the past few days | almost turned and walked out. 


Strangely enough, though, when we started playing it was just as it had been the night before. | felt the same 
kind of confidence that | used to feel when learning to fly a rare, exotic aircraft; like | could do anything. | sang 
the songs and, because | know my voice is untrained and rough, | put some effort into engaging with the 
audience to distract from that. Making smart-arsed comments has always been second nature to me and | 
easily slipped into that onstage, talking to the people at the nearby tables and encouraging them to respond 
Ours was only a five-song set but by the end of | was bullshiting between numbers and feeling very 
comfortable out there. We finished the last number and | shouted a thank you to the people who were by now 
starting to crowd around the stage, then we retreated backstage. 


The band members were laughing and high spirits and | think Steve was somewhat surprised it went so well. 
The roadies were busy breaking down our gear to make room for the headlining band so we stood to the side 
of what was actually a fairly nice backstage area. 


"| didn't expect you to talk with the audience so much," Steve commented. 


"| didn't plan to, but | was hoping that it would cover for the fact | don't know what the hell I'm doing!" | 
laughed. 


"Are you kidding, they loved it! You were a natural out there. I've never asked you; what's your day job?" 
"| don't have one at the moment," | admitted. 
Steve nodded thoughtfully, "Guys," he called the others closer, "it's band meeting time." 


They gathered in a semicircle around us and he went on, "I want to run this by you and hear what you think 


about it, but | think we should ask Bruce to stay on with us as a permanent vocalist." 
"Hell, yeah!" Dave enthused, and Adrian nodded. 


"You've got my vote," Nicko put in. "| was sick to death of that loser Paul, Bruce is like a breath of fresh air!" 


Steve turned to face me again, "What about it, Bruce? Are you interested?" 


"You're forgetting something; I'm not a vocalist!" | protested, "I've only ever sung in church and that was ten 


years ago!" 
"Do you like singing?" he asked simply. 
"Sure | like it, | had a lot of fun out there, but .." 


Steve interrupted me, "Mind you, you won't earn a lot of money. We don't work cheap, we don't take just any 
gig, but after band expenses the guys usually clear about fifty quid apiece per show, more or less, depending 
on the venue. Some weeks we have three shows and some weeks we don't have any so, you should know it's 


not a steady income." 


Fifty a show for two or three shows a week would be a hell of a lot better than | would earn washing dishes. 
If | could even get a job washing dishes. 


| looked around at the band circled around me, then faced Steve, "I'll try it" | said. "Consider me your new 


vocalist!" 


"Fantastic, matel" he slapped my back, and Dave went so far as to give me a quick hug. Nicko clinked his beer 


bottle to mine and Ade just gave me a grin. 


"Come on, let's go out to the bar. The main band is coming on in a few minutes and we should grab seats while 


we can" Dave reminded us, so we left the two roadies to finish packing up the gear and started back out to 


the bar. 
"Who are the main band tonight, anyway?" | was curious. | hadn't thought to ask before. 


"They're called Starshine. They've been around a while but they got a new vocalist themselves a few weeks ago 


and this will be the first time I've seen him," Steve told me. 


We were walking down the short hallway from the backstage to the bar and just before we got to the door it 
opened and a group of five guys came in. | didn't pay any attention to four of them, though, because the first 


one through the door was John Anderson! 


"What the fuck is he doing here?!" | was so surprised | didn't think to hold my tongue. Before Steve could 


answer me, though, John spotted me and charged over. He'd been drinking, and he was livid. 


"You!" he came right up in my face and poked a finger in my chest." It's not enough you've stolen my man, 


now you're stealing the show right out from under mel You're going to regret fucking with me, asshole!" 


"What the hell are you talking about?!" | didn't miss his reference to wanting Jan back but what the hell did he 


mean about me stealing the show? 


| saw you out there trying to charm the audience, and they ate it right up! | have to go out there and follow 
you; how the hell am | supposed to do that?! I'm a singer, not a goddamn nightclub comedian!" 


"I think you're out of your fucking mind!" | made to brush past him, but he grabbed me and swung me around 
to face him and before | could react he took a swing at me, hitting me on the jaw. Now, I'm not as big as he is 
but I'm not a weakling and | sure as hell wasn't going to stand for being sucker-punched. | swung right back 


and struck him in the nose, which immediately started flowing blood. 


"Bruce, Bruce come on.." Dave was tugging at me but the club bouncers had heard the fuss and had come 


over now. 
"What the hell is going on?" one of them demanded. 
Steve stepped forward, his very demeanor commanding respect. "This man assaulted my vocalist.” 


The bouncer looked at the rest of us, and there was a chorus of agreement. Even two of the members of 
John's own band admitted he swung first. 


"Right, we're going to have to call the police. This club has a zero-tolerance policy toward any kind of violence." 
‘lm not going to press any charges," | told them, but the man shook his head. 


"Doesn't matter. The incident took place on club property so the club is filing the charges. As far as l'm 


concerned, you're free to go. We have enough witnesses." 


He didn't have to tell us twice. The band gave me a ride home and | could tell they were dying to ask me what 
my issue with John Anderson was but to their credit, they didn't ask 


Chapter Twelve 


Author's Notes: 
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Chapter Twelve 
Janick's PON. 


| got back to London by early afternoon but the closer | got to home the more nervous | became. I'd been 
pretty cold and harsh with Bruce and | wasn't confident enough in our relationship to believe everything would 
be all right just because | decided to come home. Running away probably hadn't been the best thing to do but | 
had to do it, it gave me the opportunity to clear my head. 


| turned onto our block but when | got in front of the building | parked and sat there for several minutes 
looking up at our window. Maybe Bruce wasn't home; maybe he'd even moved out. Maybe he went to make up 
with Judith and accept a cushy job from his father-in-law. My heart felt like it was a huge block of ice 
cutting off my breath when that thought crossed my mind. | didn't think | could face going up and unlocking 
the door to find all of Bruce's things gone. 


Taking a deep breath | reached for my phone. My finger hovered over Bruce's number then | closed my eyes 


and tapped it. It rang five times, then a sleepy voice answered, 

"Jan?" | knew he would see my name of the display but he still sounded like he didn't believe it was me. 

"Yeah," my voice was almost inaudible and | cleared my throat. "Can..can | come up and talk to you?" 

"Yes!" he practically cried out, "Where are you?" 

"Umm..downstairs sitting in my car," | admitted a little sheepishly. 

"Come up,... Just come up, please!" He sounded wide awake and alert now. | left my duffel and guitar in the car, 
still unsure what kind of reception to expect, and took the familiar elevator ride up to our floor. As soon as 
the doors opened | saw Bruce standing in front of the open door to the apartment. | walked toward him but 


when | got about ten feet away we simultaneously rushed into each other's arms. 


"| missed you so much," he said, and his voice sounded like it was close to breaking. His arms were clasped 


around me but that was all right because | was holding onto him just as tightly. "Please tell me that you're 


home to stay," he pulled back just far enough to look at me, his eyes almost fearful. 
"If you still want me," | said hesitantly. We were happy to see one another, but we still had things to work out. 


Bruce grasped my hand, pulling me into the apartment and as soon as the door was closed his arms fastened 
around me again just holding me, his face in my hair. "| wasn't sure if you were going to come back," he 


murmured against my shoulder. "| was afraid to call you..." 


| felt my eyes fill up, "I shouldn't have left, but | had to think about things. If you called me it would only have 


confused me more." 


We were still in the entryway and he let go of me but took my hand, leading me over to the couch. We sat, 
him still holding my hand, and he looked at me earnestly. "The divorce will only take a few weeks since the 


papers were already on file. I'll make absolutely certain it goes through this time. | don't ever want to hurt you 


like that again!" 


| took a breath, "I know | said some terrible things to you. I'm sorry, Bruce. | didn't mean any of it. | know you 
didn't do it on purpose, and | know | have to stop doubting you. | always seem to jump to the wrong 


conclusions." 


"You just don't want to get hurt again, no one can blame you for that! I'll never deliberately hurt you, | 


promise you that!" 


We were sitting very close and | suddenly noticed a purple bruise on his jawline. | reached out to touch it but 
didn't; it looked painful. "Bruce! What happened? Were you in a fight?" The only way he could have gotten that 


kind of bruise was from being hit. 
He shook his head and tried to cover the bruise with his hair, "I'll tell you about it later, it's no big deal.” 


It was a big deal to me but | let the subject slide; | knew | shouldn't pressure him. "Listen; I've done a lot of 
thinking," | said. "I should have told you from the very first that I've been insecure about us. | haven't been 
able to completely trust my feelings for you." 


"What do you mean?" | could tell he didn't know what | was getting at. 


It was hard for me to explain, but one of the things I'd realized during my long walks was that | had to let 
myself be vulnerable and admit things to him that were hard to admit even to myself. "It's always in the back 
of my mind to wonder if what we have isn't just..isn't just sex. Maybe it's because of the weird way we got 
together, but everything is different with you than anything I've ever known before and there are times l'm 


not sure how to handle it" 


He digested that for a minute. "I guess | can understand that. It's different for me too, you know, but I'm 


absolutely certain on one thing. | love you for who you are, not just for the sex. Even though," he smiled a 


little, "the sex is incredible. I've never been in love before and sometimes | don't know if I'm doing things right." 


"Maybe," | forced myself to say something I'd come to understand over the past few days, "I've never been in 
love before either, | just thought | was. | ran into John the day you found out about your marriage. He..he 
wanted to know if we could get back together. | told him to fuck off; it never occurred to me to even consider 


it." 


"I know," he looked down at our clasped hands. "He was looking for you, Jan He was at the local the night after 


you left. Jackie didn't know what it was about, of course, so he sent him over to talk to me." 


| was incredulous. "He came looking for me even though | told him l'm not interested and that l'm with someone 
new?! That doesn't make any sense!" 


Bruce gave a half shrug, "I know. | think he's a little crazy, to tell you the truth. Umm.. he was the one who 


punched me." 


| felt pure hatred wash over me when | heard that, "He punched you because I'd rather be with you than with 
him?! That son of a bitch!" 


"He didn't hit me that night, it was a couple of nights later. He accused me of showing him up at a club, but | 


know it was really over you." 
"Showing him up at a club?" | was confused. What did that mean? 


"l, umm, sort of accidentally became a singer," he said with a somewhat sheepish look, almost like he was 


embarrassed for saying it. 


| must have looked at him like he was crazy because he went on to explain how he impulsively filled in with 
Daggers Edge and that they offered to keep him on. "I know it's unbelievable, but they seem to think | can sing 
and it is making me a little money." He shrugged. "And believe it or not, | enjoy it” 


"But your pilots’ license." | was trying to catch up with what he was saying. 


He shook his head, "I never finished the testing. | don't want to risk running into old man Montrose again. There 


are no job openings for pilots right now anyway, from what I've seen" 


| sat for a minute absorbing what he told me. | liked the guys in Daggers Edge the one time | met them, they 
were serious musicians and if they thought Bruce can sing, then he must be able to sing. | remembered my 
brother telling me that John had been arrested but | certainly never thought Bruce was the person he 


assaulted. 


‘I'm worried about this thing with you and John," | admitted. "If you're a singer now you'll probably run into 


him again someplace." 


Bruce shrugged, "I bloodied his nose the other night, and | can do it again. And he had damned well better leave 


you alone or I'll do worse than that!" 


"I don't want you to get into any trouble with him, he isn't worth it." | was still worried. | knew John well 


enough to know he was like a bulldog and didn't let things go easily. 


Bruce took my other hand so now he was holding both of them, "I'm not worried about it," he repeated, "just 


as long as | know you're not interested in him." 


| was warmed by the look in his eyes and the feeling of his hands in mine and | leaned forward to give him a 
soft kiss, our first kiss since | got home, "There is no way in hell I'm interested in him or in anyone else. | love 


you, Bruce, and I'm yours. Only yours.” 


He kissed me back, and though it started as a gentle, chaste kiss the ever-present desire between us flared 
up and we deepened the kiss, our arms wrapping around one another. "And I'm only yours," he smiled. "God, I've 


missed you. It's only been a few days but it feels like years since | kissed you that way." 
"It feels like years since we've done other things too," | replied. 


"I know," he said with a sort of groan, "but | want to be certain, absolutely certain, that you're comfortable 
with this. | want you to know beyond a shadow of a doubt that it isn't just sex between us. It's much, much 


deeper than that." 


| knew it; I've always known it but my stupid insecurities have always made me question myself. "I know it is, 


Bruce. In my heart, | know it is.” 


He touched my face then, bringing me closer to him and our kisses quickly escalated to hot, torrid making out, 


our hands roaming. 


"Lets go to the bedroom," | gasped when we parted for air. | couldn't wait to have Bruce again and the fear 
that this was lust and not love never entered my mind. The intensity of my reaction to Bruce's touch was as 
overwhelming as it had been from our first time together but | was no longer questioning why. | knew why; it's 


because we're in love. 


Bruce nodded, getting up and pulling me with him to the bedroom. We didn't even make it to the bed before 
our mouths fused together again and | felt Bruce's fingers impatiently unfastening my jeans. 


| was so afraid | would never get a chance to make love to you again," he was murmuring as he lavished hot 


open kisses to my neck and throat. "I don't know how | could live without you; lim completely addicted to youl” 


| couldn't put two words together to reply to him, all | could do was mutter encouragements as he rid me of 


my clothes and laid me back on the bed, tearing his own clothes off impatiently. As soon as we were both 
naked, though, he deliberately slowed down, running his palms up my chest and down my flanks. | was shaking 
already, | couldn't help it, and he hadn't been near my erection yet. He crawled up over my body and captured 


my lips in a searing kiss, his tongue invading my mouth and wrapping around mine. 
"Damn, | love you, Bruce," | moaned between kisses, "I love you, and | need you so much!" 


His only answer was a soft moan as he began to kiss his way down my neck to my chest, lingering at my 
collarbone to leave several bites there, not hard but just hard enough to make me gasp, then he moved down 


to capture a ripple. 


"| love how sensitive your nipples are," he murmured, swirling his Tongue around it. "It's like they're hardwired 


straight to your dick, sometimes | feel your dick twitch when | play with them." 


This was as close as we ever came to talking dirty during sex but it was even better, in a way, because it 
was absolutely true; | do love it when he plays with my nipples. At first | thought it was weird that | like it so 
much but l'm past that now and just enjoying the attention he gives them. 


| was frustrated because the further he traveled down my body it was harder for me to reach him and | 
wanted to feel him, | wanted to drag my fingers through his chest hair and feel as much as skin against me 
as | possibly could. He was so into what he was doing, though, that | didn't say anything and just contented 
myself with touching his hair and shoulders as much as | could. He was taking his time, obviously teasing 
himself as much as me, kissing his way up my thighs and hips, everywhere except where | needed his touch 


the most. 


"Bruce..Brucie, please," | was moaning, only half conscious of what | was saying. Every nerve ending in my body 
was tuned in to his touch; | could even feel his warm breath on my stomach and | was trying hard not to 


move. | wanted nothing more than to grind myself against him and | was trembling with the effort of holding 


still 


At last | felt the faintest brush of his lips on my erection and | gasped, "More..more, please!" | heard him 


chuckle softly and he did it again and again with a little more pressure each time. 
"Why won't you let me touch you; | want to touch you," | moaned, no longer able to keep my hips from moving. 


"You will, don't worry," he breathed, his breath warm on my skin, " but right now | want to make you feel 
good. | never want to make you feel bad again, Janick" As soon as those words were out of his mouth | felt 
the moist velvety warmth of his mouth take me inside, just softly at first but | thrust myself up and he had 
to put his palm flat against my belly to hold me still. 


"Come on, Bruce.." | practically whimpered, tossing my head from side to side in frustration, "Don't make me 


wait! | want you!" 


Bruce didn't hurry but | knew he was getting impatient too and a few minutes later he slowly pulled off me, 
climbing back up my body. As soon as he was close enough | seized him, pulling him down for a desperate kiss, 


our tongues dancing together as | reached between us to grasp him. 


"| can't wait any longer," Bruce moaned, blindly reaching to the bedside table for the lube. "I've got to have you, 


and I've got to have you now!" 

All| could manage was to urge him to hurry up, and less than a minute later we were together. It was fast 
and furious and primal, a frantic climb to the ultimate peak and when | reached it | arched against Bruce, my 
legs clamped around him like a vise as | rocked through it. | was conscious of him reaching his orgasm with a 
choking gasp, grasping my butt and driving himself into me as he came. 

He fell to my side but he immediately gathered me in his arms, kissing me slow and lazily now. 

‘I'm not finished with you, you know," he smiled, his look a mix of naughtiness and unadulterated love. 

"Good!" | smiled back. "We have four days to make up for!" 

"We can't be apart like that," Bruce gently traced his finger down my cheek and kissed the tip of my nose in a 
gesture that made me feel like my heart would burst with love. "I have to make love to you at least once a 
day, preferably twice. Hell, three or four times a day!" 


| was laughing, "Even you couldn't keep up that pace!" 


"Be fun to try, though, wouldn't it?" 


Chapter Thirteen 


Author's Notes: 
My stories are absolute fiction written out of the greatest love and respect for the persons whose names I've 


borrowed. 


Chapter Thirteen 


Bruce's POV 


| have my Janick back! | understand that he needed to have time away to get his feelings sorted out but | 
hope we never, ever have to be apart again! | longed for him the way that | imagine an addict longs for a fix; | 
hadn't been able to sleep without him until | was so exhausted | practically passed out. Singing with Daggers 
Edge was fantastic, a lot more fun than | expected, but eventually | had to go home and no matter how late it 
was | found myself lying there terrified that Jan would decide that being with me was too hard, that he didn't 


need the kind of complications | was giving him. 


| was lying awake again, only this time | wasn't tied up in knots of worry. Jan lay sleeping in my arms, his skin 
still damp with the perspiration we worked up from making love for the third time. How can anyone so sweet 
and gentle in the daytime turn into such a wild tiger in bed?! He was as unbridled in his enthusiasm our third 


time as he was the first and | knew that in the morning he would be as wild again. 


When morning came | woke up wanting to spend the whole day with Jan, but | couldn't. | was supposed to be at 
rehearsal at noon. | was trying to learn some of the band's original material and it was a challenge, the lyrics 
were complex and | needed to learn to breathe properly while singing them. Janick was awake and in the shower 
when | got out of bed and | impulsively slipped into the bathroom and reached in the shower to run my hand 


across his arse. 
He gave a startled yelp, "Damn it, Brucie, you scared me half to death!" 
| was laughing at how he jumped "If you let me in there with you, I'll make it up to youl” 


For an answer, he reached a dripping arm out and pulled me in, with me still wearing pajama bottoms. | loved 
showering with Jan, and not just because it always led to sex. | loved looking at his long, lean body and couldn't 
resist soaping him up, running my hands across his smooth, slippery skin. He was excited before my hands 
even dropped below his waist and when | sank to my knees in front of him he was more than ready for any 
attention | would give him. | never used to enjoy going down on guys and | absolutely hate doing it with women, 
but it was completely different with Jan and | think | love it nearly as much as he does. 


Half an hour later we were sitting over coffee and bagels in the weak autumn sunlight. | didn't tell Jan much 
about my singing gig the night before, there had been other things to talk about and other things to do, but | 
was filling him in on it now, though | didn't know much about it yet myself. 


"You know more about these things than | do," | told him, "so you know how much | have to prepare to feel like 
I'm ready for this. I've only done two shows so far and pulled it off okay, but they have a steady schedule 


lined up for the next several weeks, two or three shows every week." 


"Do they travel far to gigs?" Jan asked, deliberately casual. | suddenly remembered what he said when he 
skipped the Thunderburst audition, that he wouldn't want to tour anyway because we would be apart too 


much. 


"No, no," | assured him. "Only around the city and some of the nearby towns. They warned me that there may 
be a few overnighters, but not many. Steve has a wife and baby daughter so he doesn't want to be away 


from home for long." 


| saw the relief in Jan's eyes, "I'm supposed to go to Andy's office today, he has some leads he wants me to 


follow up on, but | wish | could come with you. I'm anxious to hear you sing." 


"You're coming with me to the gig tomorrow night, aren't you?" | asked. I'd been assuming he would, but | 


wanted to be sure. 
"The band won't mind?" 


"Hell no; in fact, they asked about you and mentioned wanting to jam with you. Colin must have told them how 


good you are." 
"That would be a blast!" he grinned. 


He stood to rinse out his coffee cup and | joined him at the sink, slipping my arm around his waist and giving 
him a squeeze. "| wish you could come with me today," | gave him a peck on the cheek and he ducked his head, 


looking so adorable doing it that | had to give him a bigger kiss. 
"I wish we could both stay home today," he gave me a sexy smile. "we've still got some making up to do." 


| arrived at the rehearsal garage early, the only other one there so far was Steve. He wrote out the lyrics of 
their most frequently played songs for me and | was running through them as the others arrived. Adrian had 
some singing experience though he preferred to play guitar, and he worked with me on breathing control, 
teaching me some vocal exercises. | was learning the basics of this faster than | expected to, | found it 
interesting and | enjoyed working with these guys. Steve could be a bit dictatorial at times and he was an 
absolute perfectionist but it was his band, after all 


Around mid-afternoon we took a break. Steve and Nicko went on a beer run so Dave, Adrian, and | sat on some 


of the cast-off furniture lining the sides of the garage chatting. | mentioned that Janick was back in town and 
I'd be bringing him to tomorrow night's gig. 


Adrian spoke up, "Colin was telling us he's one of the best guitarists he's ever worked with. I've never seen 


Angels of Rain but Davey says they were great" 

"You'll meet him tomorrow night; you'll like him 

Davey took on a sly grin, "He's the one that guy who punched you was talking about, isn't he?" 
| wasn't sure what he was referring to, "What do you mean?" 


Dave looked like he regretted saying anything, "You know, when he said you're with the guy he wants." Then he 


looked apologetic, "I'm sorry, man, that's none of my business." 


| had to chuckle a little at how Dave was blushing, "H's no secret, yeah, Janick is my boyfriend and he used to 
be with John" 


‘| remember Janick," Dave said, "He was pretty hot when he was in Angels." 


"Heyl" Adrian protested, poking Dave hard in the ribs. Dave cracked up laughing and it suddenly dawned on me; 
these two are a couple! | don't why | didn’t notice it before but | had so much else on my mind. Steve is 
married and Nicko has a steady girlfriend but now that | thought about it | never saw either Dave or Ade look 
at the girls who hung around at the edge of the stage. 


Being the perfectionist that Steve Harris is, he didn't let us out of rehearsals until almost six that evening. 
When | got home | found Janick and Colin sitting on the couch, working on some music. Jan got up and came 
over to greet me with a kiss, not giving a damn that Colin was right there. He told me that Andy lined him up 
with a local band who just got a recording contract and needed some material, so he recruited Colin and the 
two of them were polishing up some of the music Jan had previously written | like Colin, he's laid back but can 
talk about almost any subject intelligently, much as Jan can. | left them alone to work but listened in as | was 


reading over the Daggers Edge lyrics and trying to commit them to memory. 
Colin left around eleven and | asked Jan how it was coming along as we readied for bed. 


Its going pretty well. Col has a good ear for rhythm and we're tweaking a piece | wrote a few years ago. l'll 
have Andy pass it on to the band tomorrow and they can determine if they want to use it" 


"You don't write lyrics?" | had lyrics on my mind, I'd been cramming my brain with them all day. 
"Not usually. Sometimes | have an idea of a general theme but | leave it to someone else to put it into words." 


He flopped down on the bed where | was sitting with the lyric sheets Steve gave me. "These are Daggers Edge 


lyrics?" He took a sheet and was looking it over. "Damn, these are unusual! Songs about historical figures and 


mythological creatures; | can't think of another band that does songs like these. Who writes their lyrics?" 


"Mostly Steve, from what | can tell, though the others put in ideas. The guitarists write most of the music, 
though. And Steve has the final word on everything." 


"He's totally committed to the band's success; | could tell that from watching him onstage," Jan passed the 
sheet back and | put the folder on the nightstand, rolling to wrap my arms around him and receiving a kiss in 


return. 


| don't want to talk about music anymore," | was kissing his neck, finding a spot behind his ear that seemed to 


make him melt. "| don't want to talk at all; words aren't necessary!" 
Jan giggled softly, "Actions speak louder than words!" And he proceeded to prove it. 


Waking up with Janick is my favorite thing in the world. Even with cold rain streaking down the window it's a 
beautiful morning as long as l'm waking up next to him. Jan was a warm ball snuggled into my side, his hair 
smelling of clover blossoms and his breath warm on my chest. | didn't want to move but | had to, | had an 
appointment with the solicitor that morning then | had to rehearse all afternoon to prepare for the night's 
show. Jan was going to drop off the music he and Colin had written at Andy's office then join me at the 


rehearsal garage so he could ride with us to the gig. 


Jan groaned in protest when | tried to shift him off my chest without waking him. 


| kissed his forehead, "| can't, love. | have to be at the law offices at nine. Jeffries has the papers ready for 


me to sign, then he'll send them to Judith." 


"Okay, okay" Jan mumbled, struggling to a sitting position and running his fingers through his wild hair. He 
opened his eyes and caught me looking at him. "What? | know I'm a mess." 


| pulled him into my arms and gave him a soft kiss, "You're the sexiest, most adorable mess I've ever seen! | 


love you, you know." 


"I love you too, Brucie." He returned the kiss with fervor and it was another half hour before we made it out 


of bed. 


My solicitor had everything drawn up for me and thanks to my two shows with Daggers Edge | was able to 
make a payment on his fee. The next step, he told me, was to send the papers to Judith for her signature, 
after which it was just a matter of getting a finalization document. | warned him that tracking her down might 
be a problem considering how she flitted around the world, but he told me that he already learned she was 
currently in the UK. and staying at her father's Hampshire estate. | left there feeling optimistic, the end of 


the whole mess seemed to be in sight. 


My optimistic mood continued throughout the afternoon. | felt like | was making progress in learning how to be 
a vocalist. I've been doing the vocal exercises Adrian taught me at home and | memorized most of the lyrics 


of their most popular songs. We ran through the setlist time and time again until Steve was satisfied. 


Janick arrived at the rehearsal space at around three. We were working the kinks out of a number but Steve 
had a red light hooked up to a doorbell so even if we were in the middle of something we would know someone 
was at the door. The band seemed pleased to see him, everyone knew by now that he and | are a couple and 
there was a camaraderie among musicians that formed a kind of bond between them even though this was 


only the second time they met. 


Jan watched us and chatted intermittently with Dave and Adrian while Steve drilled me on the lyrics. After 
another hour he called for a break. Nicko had been helping me keep time by lightly drumming the tempo but as 
soon as the break was called he left to go pick up his girlfriend so she could ride to the gig with us. 


We sat around for a few minutes bullshitting, then Steve spoke up. "Y'know, there are a couple of metal bands 
with three guitarists and they're able to get a more complex, layered sound. I've been wondering how we would 


sound with three guitars. Janick, do you feel like jamming with us on a few covers while we wait for Nick?" 
Jan grinned, "Sure, I'd love to!" 


Jan hadn't brought his guitar but there were several on hand and within a few minutes he was hooked up and 
trading riffs with Ade and Dave. Pretty soon Steve picked up his bass and joined them and | watched 
mesmerized as Jan transformed into a professional guitarist right before my eyes. I've only seen him play at 


home without any accompaniment and seeing him play with others was nothing short of magical. 


Not to mention a tremendous turn-on. Jan moves when he plays; he doesn't realize he's doing it but he dances, 
he spins, and he thrusts himself against the guitar. By the time Nicko returned and we were loading up to 
drive to the gig | had a raging hard-on and had to walk around with my shirttail out until it went away. 


That evening's gig was one of those events that stand out in life. Everything went flawlessly and | felt 
perfectly comfortable in my role as frontman, trading banter with the audience between numbers and making 
impromptu comments and observations. | already noticed that my vocal cords were feeling less strain after 
doing the vocal exercises. But the high point of the night was when Daggers Edge invited Jan to join them on 
their final number, a cover of Bang a Gong. Being on the same stage as my Janick was exhilarating and | 


couldn't help but jog over to his side and sing with my arm around him for a few moments. 


| was getting used to the after-gig routine and we joined the band for several beers before they drove the 
gear back to the rehearsal garage where Jan left his car. As Jan drove my slightly fuzzy mind kept drifting 
back to the events of the evening and particularly watching Jan perform. He was so fucking sensual and sexy | 
was getting excited just thinking about it and | slid my hand across the seat to rest on Jan's thigh. He smiled 
over at me but when | let the hand creep higher he giggled. 


"Bruce! What do you think you're doing?" 

"I think you know exactly what l'm doing!" | said in my sexiest voice. 

"Yeah, you're going to get us in an accident!" he laughed. 

"No, I'm just getting a head start on what I've been thinking about all evening," 


Jan didn't protest again even as my hand slid up higher and my fingertips brushed his balls. | heard his breath 
catch but he tightened his grip on the steering wheel and tried to ignore me. Obviously, he wasn't successful, 
though, because | felt him getting hard and | pressed my palm against his groin. 


"Bruce!" he said through gritted teeth. 


| laughed a little and left my hand where it was, loosening my seatbelt and scooting across the seat so | could 
press small kisses to Jan's neck, brushing back his hair so | could access the spot behind his ear that drove 


him crazy. 


"Bruce, please.." Jan almost moaned, throwing his head to the side to allow me better access in spite of his 


protests. 
"Please what, love?" | whispered, tracing my tongue around his ear. 


With another moan, Jan suddenly braked the car. | wasn't paying attention to where we were but now | saw 
that we were in an industrial area about twenty minutes from home. Jan had pulled to the side of the street 
beneath a tall factory fence and before | could adjust to the sudden change he was all over me! He pulled me 
into a kiss that shook me to the very bones, his tongue probing and dancing around mine as | felt his hand 
cupping my raging erection. He scooted over until he was practically sitting in my lap, his kisses getting more 
and more fervid until we were shamelessly groping and stroking one another oblivious to the fact we were 


parked on the side of a street. 


| frantically worked open the fastenings of Jan's jeans and inched his zipper down, a little afraid | would hurt 
him because he never wore underwear and he was rock hard. When | finally had him in my hand his fingers 
were in my jeans, drawing me out and stroking me even as our kisses grew more frenzied. Within minutes we 
were jacking each other off like teenagers and it was incredibly hot, moans and gasps filled the car as we grew 


closer to the peak together. 


Jan reached his orgasm first, | felt his body tremble and his teeth nipped at my lip a little sharply as | felt 
him coat my hand with warm, thick liquid. Having him in my arms shaking and moaning put me over the edge, | 
pulled him tight and groaned as | hit the pinnacle, the spasms making my whole body shudder and Jan covered 


my mouth and face with wet, open kisses. 


We sat there panting for a moment then looked at one another, simultaneously breaking into laughter at the 


absurdity of what we just did. When we got home we made up for that little quickie with a long drawn out 


session that | never wanted to end. 


Chapter Fourteen 


Author's Notes: 
this is a work of fiction written to honor the musicians of Iron Maiden. the characters are based on real 


persons but the situations and circumstances are pure fiction 


Janick's PON. 


What a great night! It was fantastic to hang out with the guys in Daggers Edge, jamming with them and talking 
about music. But Bruce just blew me away! Who would have guessed he could sing like that! He told me he 
used to sing in church with his grandparents but | didn't expect that kind of range or projection. He's a natural, 
and he can handle a crowd like a pro. That was part of why | got so turned on, | think. | had a blast when 
Daggers Edge brought me up onstage to join the closing number. | haven't been onstage with a band in over a 
year but the rush was still there, stronger than ever because | haven't experienced it in so long. That, coupled 
with Bruce feeling me up as | was driving, made it so | couldn't wait to get home and | pulled off the street so 
we could fool around. I've never done anything like that before, not even when | was a teenager, but it was 


i ncredibly hot. 


While | was at my parents | decided to look for a band but so far | haven't seen any openings or auditions | 
felt would suit me. Daggers Edge told me | was welcome to tag along with Bruce and jam with them anytime 
and | fully intend to take them up on that. They were all fun blokes but at the same time they were dedicated 


musicians. | looked forward to hanging out with them again 


| couldn't do it today, however. Andy sent me a text saying that the song Colin and | wrote wasn't exactly what 
the band had in mind and they felt it needed a little work. Andy asked me to drop by later to pick up the sheet 


music with the notes and suggestions they penciled in the margins. 


We slept until after ten. The gig let out late, we'd hung around and had a few beers with the band, and when 
we got home we went straight to bed but certainly didn't go to sleep until much later. Bruce was making 


coffee when | made my bleary way into the kitchen and he greeted me with a soft kiss. 

"Steve wants me to get into rehearsal early today to work on my timing, and there are still some songs | 
haven't memorized," he told me. "I wish | could stay here a little longer with you, though," he admitted, bringing 
me a cup of coffee. 


"You don't have a gig tonight, do you?" 


"No, not until Thursday night. Just rehearsals today; | shouldn't be late, Steve has to be home to watch his 


baby because his wife works nights. Maybe we can go out and grab a bite to eat when | get here" 
| smiled at him, "Sounds good. Hey, did | happen to mention that | thought you were fantastic last night?" 
He gave me a sly grin, "Singing at the club, or later in the bedroom?" 


| laughed, "Both! But as for the singing, you're already a better vocalist than a lot of the bands in the city 


have." 

"Bollocks," he scoffed. "I just stumbled into doing this, | don't fancy myself a singer. 

"Whether you do or not, you are one. And it's plain to see you have fun up there." 

He had to smile, "I do; | admit it. As long as the band is willing to keep me on, I'll keep doing this. | can always 
finish my pilots' recertification later, once the job market picks up." He smiled at me, a fond, intimate smile. 


"You had fun last night too. At the club, | mean." 


| laughed "And in the bedroom!" | took a sip of coffee. "You're right, though. | love playing with a band. | just 
haven't seen any openings that feel right.” 


‘Meanwhile you can come to the gigs with me. | like having you there." 

"| will," | promised him, "every chance | get!" 

Bruce left after taking a quick shower and | set about cleaning the apartment because Andy wouldn't be in his 
office until the afternoon. | was in the bedroom gathering the dirty laundry when | heard a knock at the door. | 
thought | imagined it at first because | wasn't expecting anyone. Balancing the laundry basket on my hip, | went 
to the door and opened it. Then | froze. 

Standing in the hallway was a beautiful tall blonde woman, her designer dress emphasizing her curves and her 

perfectly made-up face looking at me with mild surprise. I'd only seen her briefly once but | would know her 


anywhere. It was Judith. Bruce's wife. 


"Oh, | am sorry," her public school speech was perhaps exaggerated a bit, "I'm looking for Bruce Dickinson. Do | 


have the correct address?” 
| managed to find my tongue, "He's...he's not home." 

"Oh, dear," she made a perfect pout, "I did so hope to speak with him! Are you his roommate?" 
"Something like that," | was still trying to come to terms with finding her at my front door. 


She dug into her Italian leather clutch purse, extracting a pen and small card. "Would you be a dear and ask 


him to call me?" she scribbled out a phone number and handed me the card. "It's quite important | speak with 


him as soon as possible." 


| took the card automatically, getting a whiff of expensive perfume as | did. Her tone of voice was as though 
she was speaking to a servant. She was peeking over my shoulder at the apartment and not being particularly 
discreet about it. | was aware that | hadn't tidied up the lounge yet and that, to her, my furniture probably 
looked like | found it on the street. | moved to block her. 


"I'll give him the message," | told her, anxious for her to leave. 

She flashed a brilliant smile, "Ta, then! And thank you," she turned to leave. 
"Wait a minute," | spoke before thinking. 

She turned and arched a perfect eyebrow in inquiry. 

"How do you know Bruce lives here?" 


‘Oh, the address was on some papers | received in the post," she said almost dismissively, obviously thinking it 
was none of my business. 

| managed to nod and she turned, striding down the hall with a sway of her hips. | stood staring after her until 
she got in the elevator, wondering if there was any part of her that hadn't been artificially enhanced in some 


way. I've never seen anyone so picture perfect outside of a magazine cover. 


| went back inside, my laundry forgotten It flashed across my mind to throw away the card and not tell Bruce 
about her visit but | knew | couldn't do that, | could never bring myself to deceive Bruce. Obviously, she 
received the divorce papers and wanted to talk to Bruce about them, but why? A tight little knot formed in 
the pit of my stomach. Was she going to refuse to sign them? Maybe she didn't follow through with the 
divorce on purpose the first time; maybe she didn't want to divorce him? What else could it be? Bruce told me 


that her father wanted Judith to settle down and he thought Bruce was the man who could do it. 


| sank to the couch, the sick feeling in my gut growing. That woman had money and looks and could enable 

Bruce to do everything he could ever want to do. He could go anywhere, fly any plane he could ever dream of 
flying, even buy his own planes if he wanted to. Her father could put him in a high position in his corporation, 
even give him Gladstone Air as his own. | couldn't see how he could possibly resist if she told him she wanted 


him back. And | couldn't think of any reason for her to want to see him other than that. 


| ran my hands through my hair and down my face. Why can't anything ever go smoothly? Ever since Bruce 
arrived in England our pasts have been dogging our footsteps. I've been home from my parents for less than a 
week and things were getting fucked up again Sometimes it felt like fate didn't want me to be happy. A bizarre 
incident straight out of an adventure movie threw Bruce and me together and now it seems like everything is 
trying to tear us apart. | threw Judith's card on the table and stood abruptly. | knew | could call or text Bruce 
and tell him about her visit but | couldn't face doing that right now. | had to get out of the flat, | had to talk a 


walk and clear my head. 


It was a cold, windy, damp day but once | walked a few blocks | no longer noticed it. | was unsettled by Judith's 
visit and | was trying to understand why | should be. My initial thoughts were that she wanted Bruce back, but 
wasn't | jumping to conclusions? Hadn't | already done that twice before with Bruce, both times also regarding 
Judith? | was being unfair and unreasonable and | knew it, but the persistent worry wouldn't go away. Before | 
realized it | was many blocks from the flat and | looked at my phone for the time. Shit! | was supposed to be 
at Andy's office in ten minutes! Obviously, | wasn't going to make it. | shot him a quick message saying I'll come 
tomorrow instead and not two minutes later the phone rang. Andy's number showed on the display and | 


answered with a sigh, not really wanting to talk to anyone. 


"Janick, I'm afraid this can't go on," he said without even saying hello. "You've blown off auditions and turned 
down half the jobs | found for you, and now you can't even be bothered to come in to pick up a sheet of 
fucking music! I'm sorry, man, but | represent musicians who want to work and | can't continue wasting time 


with you.” 


| was so preoccupied that the impact of his words barely registered with me. | merely said, "Okay," and 
punched the hang-up button. | would worry about how | was going to find work later; right now my relationship 
with Bruce was the only thing | could think about. | know Andy invested a lot of time and money in me; it cost 
him thousands to fund my competing in the contest, but | couldn't find it in me to give a fuck at the moment. 


It was around noon when | left the flat and | walked for hours, not paying particular attention to where | was 
going. | was waiting for the calm that walking always brought me, but it didn’t come. Bruce says he loves me, 
but how can this life - struggling to get by and taking a job as a singer because he can't get a job doing what 
he is trained to do and loves to do - be enough for him? If Judith wanted to reconcile, how could Bruce say 
no? He already tasted the kind of life that being with her can give him and he admitted that he liked it. | have 
no doubt that his desire to stand on his own and prove himself is genuine, but maybe if she wants him back | 
should let him go, for his own sake. Being with me could only hold him back whereas being Edgar Montrose's 


son-in-law could open doors for him that he would be foolish not to take advantage of. 


I'm nothing special, | know that. The disastrous end of my relationship with John proved that. If a man | was 
with for three years threw me over for a drunken punk, how could Bruce not throw me over for a gorgeous 
heiress? And on top of that, my career seemed to be going nowhere. | spent over three months traveling to 
the guitar competitions and what did it get me? A couple of thousand quid and one shot at a great position 
with Thunderburst, which | blew. | could get by on studio work and royalties but | would never get ahead that 
way; | needed something steady. 


| don't know how long I'd been walking when the phone in my pocket pinged with a text. It was Bruce, he 
generally texted me three or four times a day when we couldn't be together. 
‘Ill be home early, Steve has to take his kid to a doctor's appointment. | want to take you downtown for dinner 


so don't cook anything. Love youl ~ your Bruce’ 


My Bruce! | felt the sting of tears when | read that. He's not my Bruce, not really. Legally, he's Judith's Bruce. 


| always replied to his messages with a heart or a smiley face but this time | didn't reply at all. 


A light rain began to fall after another hour and | looked up to find myself in a neighborhood | wasn't familiar 
with. | was cold and | needed a drink so | ducked into the first pub | came across, a little hole-in-the-wall 
workingman's kind of place. The bartender and one or two other patrons tried to strike up a conversation with 


me but after | only answered in monosyllables they left me alone. 


The beer was settling my mind the way walking failed to do, and | had a second Then a third. | generally don't 
overindulge in alcohol, | haven't done any serious drinking since just after John dumped me, but | was getting 
nowhere trying to sort out my thoughts and | simply wanted to forget about it all for a while. 


John! Just thinking about him filled me with resentment and a kind of helpless fury. | think it was somewhere 
around my seventh drink when | started thinking of things | wished | said when | ran into him in Shoreditch. | 
was pretty drunk by now, I'd had very little to eat and the worry and stress combined to make the alcohol hit 
me harder than it normally would have, so without giving it a second thought | pulled out my phone. | still have 
John's number. I've thought about deleting it a dozen times but it felt like I'd be denying three years of my life 
so | couldn't bring myself to do it. | stabbed my finger at the number three times before | hit it and it began 


to ring. 


John answered on the sixth ring but obviously he'd erased my number or he would have seen my name on the 


display. 
"Hello?" 


All my resentment came boiling to the surface, "You son of a bitch! You have the nerve to ask me if we have 


another chance; who the fuck do you think you are?!" 
He sounded more puzzled than angry, "Who is this? Is that you, Janick?" 


"Who else did you fuck over? Of course it's me! Do you have any idea how much you fucked me up? Because 
of you, | can't keep a good relationship!” 


"Janick, what are you talking about? Are you drunk?" He knows | generally don't get this drunk, and he also 
knows it's rare for me to be so angry that | get belligerent. 


| didn't respond to that, "I'm glad Benny dumped you, now you know how it feels! How do you like it, fucker?! | 


hope it fucks up every future relationship you ever have, because that's what you did to mel” 


"Jan, calm down. Are you saying that you and this Bruce bloke are having problems? And you're blaming it on 
me?! How much have you had to drink?" 


"Not enough," Even as | said that | signaled for another beer. 


"| think you've had more than enough, mate. Where are you?" 
"Damned if | know!" | gave a little laugh. "Someplace called The Rams Revenge or some such thing’ 

"| know that place; you're a long way from your neighborhood. You're not going to drive home, are you?" 

"| walked here and I'll walk homel" | took a swig of beer. 

"Its pouring rain, and from the sound of it | doubt you can walk to the door!" 

‘Hts not like anyone gives a shit anyway!" | muttered, and the line went dead. Well, fuck him anyway. | didn't 
even get the satisfaction | was hoping for by telling him off because he didn't react the way | expected. | 


thought he'd get angry. | hoped he would, so I'd have an excuse to curse him out some more. 


| called for another beer but the barman shook his head, "You've had enough, mate. You're welcome to stay 


here until you're sober enough to go home, but | can't serve you anymore." 

| sighed, not bothering to argue with him. The room looked blurry around the edges and was tilting a bit so | 
laid my head on my crossed arms on the bar and tried to steer my thoughts away from the dark corners 
they were lurking in. 

| have no idea how much time passed but | felt a hand on my shoulder. 


"Janick?" 


| raised my head slowly and looked up. John was standing behind me. 


Chapter Fifteen; Bruce's POV 


Author's Notes: 
My characters are based in appearance on real persons but my stories are total fiction and written with the 


greatest respect and admiration for Iron Maiden. 


Bruce's PON. 
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Janick wasn't home when | got home but | didn't think much of it, | assumed he was busy revising the song 
Andy wanted him to work on. He didn't reply to my earlier text and that was unusual, but if he was working on 
music he may not have had a chance. His car was still parked in front of our building but maybe Colin picked 
him up. | didn't get concerned until it was after five o'clock and growing dark. | sent him another text but again, 


no response. | tried to call him, but it went to voice mail 

Now | was really worried. | didn't know Andy's number or even the name of his agency so | couldn't check 
there. Shit! Where was he? Why didn't he call? | paced the room for a while then sank down in the chair and 
ran my hands through my hair. That was when | saw the little white card on the table. Out of curiosity | 
picked it up and then my heart froze. A phone number was scrawled on it in very distinctive handwriting, 


writing | recognized only too well. Judith's. What the hell was that doing here?! 


Unable to think of any other way to find out, | called the number. She answered right away. | heard music and 
voices in the background. She was partying, which didn't surprise me in the least. 


| didn't bother with niceties. | knew instinctively that Janick's being missing was somehow tied in to this card. 
"What the hell is your phone number doing in my apartment?" | demanded. 


"Bruce?" Her high-pitched, pretentious tone immediately set my teeth on edge. "Oh, I'm so glad you called, 


sweetie, | was hoping your roommate gave you the message!" 
"You were here?" | asked incredulously. "Why?" 
"I need to talk to you, silly, why else? | don't have your number." 


| gritted my teeth and tried to rein in my impatience, "Why do you want to talk to me?" | asked in slow, 
measured tones. Sometimes | felt like | was dealing with a child when | talked to her. 


"Oh, it's about this silly divorcel I'd forgotten all about it until Daddy reminded me that we're still married!" 


"Not for long!" 


"That's what | wanted to tell you, sweetie! | talked to my solicitor and he told me that if | simply appear in 


court we can get this over within a matter of days!" 


That didn't surprise me. She could afford attorneys who knew what strings to pull to get things done. "Are you 
actually going to do it this time?" | demanded. "| want proof! Written proof." 


"Of course I'm going to do it," she said, as though it was a silly question "You see, | married a man in Barbados 


a few months ago. Obviously it isn't legal now, but we want to do it again and make it legal!" 
"Your Dad didn't say anything about that!" | was doubtful. 


"Oh, well, you see he doesn't know about Sammy. Daddy wouldn't approve; Sammy is a Rastafarian poet. 
Unsuitable for me and all that sort of thing, you know!" 


Still the same airheaded Judith. | was already tired of talking to her. "If you can get this done, do it! If | need to 
appear, just let me know. But do it! And | want proof!" 


"OF course!" 
"And don't come to my home again I'm sure it upset Janick" 

“Janick? That's your roommate, the good looking bloke with the long blonde hair?" 
"Yes, only he isn't my roommate, he's my boyfriend!" 


"Oh!" Judith knew | liked men as well as women but she never cared that | shagged the occasional man while | 


was with her. After the first month or two she and | rarely had sex. At least, not with each other. 
"Just get this divorce taken care of and have your people send me copies! Several copies!" 
"Will do, sweetie! ‘byell" 


| hung up with a sigh. Even talking to her on the phone made me impatient. | would give her a week to take 
care of this, and if she didn't I'd go through with it from my end. 


Still no word from Janick. Apparently meeting Judith upset him, and | could understand that. She's enough to 
upset anyone, and | know that Jan is still uncertain about our relationship. I've done everything | can to assure 
him that l'm head over heels in love with him but he has to come to that realization on his own. Seeing Judith 
would have brought it all to the surface again; all the doubts he had about me and about what he felt was 
the irresistible allure of the Montrose family wealth. I'd experienced that wealth and believe me, it is resistible. 


Its Jan that | find irresistible. 


| stood up and started pacing again, going to the window to look out at the rain-washed dusk. Then something 
drew my attention. Two people getting out of a car across the street; the driver was helping the passenger 
out and letting him lean on him as they walked toward the building. When they got beneath a streetlight | saw 
that it was Janick! And the man helping him was none other than John Anderson! What the fuckl?!? 


| ran down the stairs, too impatient to bother with the elevator, and arrived in the foyer just as John was 


maneuvering Jan through the door. | hurried over to them. 
"Jan!" | cried, then | whirled on John, "What did you do to him?!" 


He looked startled at my tone, "Nothing, man! He called me up ranting and raving and | could tell he was stinking 
drunk so | brought him home!" 


"He called you?!?" | went to Jan's side and slid my arm beneath his so he leaned on me. John let go of him. 
"Yeah, he seemed to blame me for some issue you two are having but | couldn't get any sense out of him," he 
stood back. "Tell you what, though; if you don't know how to keep him happy, there are plenty of men who 


can!" 


"Like you, | suppose!" | spat, starting to guide Jan to the elevators. He was pretty much out of it and hadn't 


said a word. 
"Maybe," John smirked, then he gave a half salute and walked out. 


| couldn't be bothered with him right now. Jan was almost dead weight in my arms and once we were in the 


lift | put my hand under his chin, forcing him to look at me. 

"Jan, are you okay, love? John didn't try anything with you, did he?" 

"I'm fine, Brucie," he sort of slurred, 

If you needed a ride you could have called me, you know." 

He didn't reply, he just leaned against the elevator wall until we got to our floor then he let me steer him 
toward our door. Once we were inside | eased him down on the couch then knelt on the floor in front of him, 
reaching out and brushing the hair out of his face. 


"Did you go out and get smashed because Judith was here?" | asked him gently. 


"You found her card, huh?" he sighed, leaning back. "After she left | went for a walk. | didn't plan on going to a 
pub. It just sort of happened" 


"| called her and told her never to come here again | don't want her or anyone else upsetting you." 


"She wants you back, Bruce," Jan mumbled. 
"Whati? No! Why would you think that?" It honestly never occurred to me that he might think that. 
"Why else would she be looking for you?" he said in a sort of drunken logic. 


"To talk about the divorce! She wants it as much as | do! She told me she can get it finalized faster so | told 
her to go ahead, but that | want proof" 


He opened his eyes and looked at me blearily, "If she wanted you back you would go, though," he said in 


resignation. "You could be a pilot again then, you could have everything!" 


"No, | would never go back to her!" | sat up on the couch next to him then, taking his hand. "And | wouldn't 
have everything; | wouldn't have anything because | wouldn't have you!" | reached over and cupped his face, 
making him look at me. "Janick, what is it going to take to convince you that you are all | want? Nothing else 


matters!" 


He didn't answer and | could tell he was close to falling asleep or passing out. "Let me put you to bed, you need 
to sleep it off and then we can talk We promised each other we would talk more, but we haven't been doing it. 


Come on," | took his hand and tried to pull him to his feet but he protested. 


"No, just let me stay here, Brucie." He slumped over sideways so | lifted his feet and unlaced his sneakers, 
pulling them off. By the time | brought out a pillow and a blanket he was already dozing. | eased the pillow 
beneath his head and tucked the blanket around him, then brought a wastebasket over in case he got sick. He 
was out like a light but | sat there with him for a while, then got a blanket for myself and curled up in the 
chair. | didn't feel like he should be alone. 


Damn that John! It's his fault Jan is so fragile at times like this; I'm sure he hadn't always been this way. | 
know Jan is a sensitive soul and that's one of the things | love best about him, but that sensitivity makes him 
all the more susceptible to callousness and cruelty, and the way John broke up with Jan was thoughtless and 
heartless. | know | should be grateful to him for bringing Jan home safely, but all | can feel is animosity 


toward him. 


| managed to get a couple of hours of sleep and woke up to the soft gray light of early morning through rain- 
streaked windows. Jan was sleeping peacefully and | was glad, but in case he would wake soon | went to the 
kitchen and started some coffee. | was rummaging through the fridge looking for something for breakfast 
when | heard a quiet groan from the living room. Peering around the corner | saw Jan sitting up and raking his 


hand through his disheveled hair. 
"Good morning, love!" | greeted him, keeping my voice low because | know he had to have a killer hangover. 


He looked up at me, " ‘morning, Bruce. Why was | sleeping on the couch?" 


| went to sit by him and brushed his cheek with a kiss, "Because you had too much to drink and didn't want to 


move to the bedroom." 


He seemed to think for a minute then his eyes widened, "| sort of remember stopping at a pub, but how did | 


get home?" 
"Umm..John brought you home. Apparently, you called him." 


"Oh, shit!" he gasped in shock as the memory returned. "I did! | called him to tell him exactly what | thought of 


him. | must have sounded like a raving idiot; what the fuck was | thinking?!" 


"You were upset and needed to vent; its understandable. At least when he realized how drunk you were, he 


came to give you a ride home." 


| do remember him coming to the pub now, and bits and pieces of riding in his car. Why the hell did he come 


and get me? | could have taken a taxi or walked home." 


"| don't know," | admitted. "Maybe he feels guilty over what he did in the past and is trying to ease his 


conscience.” 


Jan let out a derisive sound, "He was probably just trying to convince me that he can be a decent human 


being. Don't worry, l'm not going to fall for that!" 


| still had my arm around him, "I know you're not," | assured him soothingly. "How are you feeling this 


morning?" 
"A couple of aspirin and a hot shower will set me right, | think” 


| hugged him to me briefly, "Ill bring you some aspirin and hot coffee, and after you shower we can have a 


bite of breakfast, okay?" 
He looked at me, "You're too good to me, Bruce." 


"No," | said firmly, "Nothing is too good for youl" The minute | said it | knew it sounded corny, but Jan smiled 
and kissed my cheek. 


"Be right back," he said, heading a little unsteadily toward the bathroom. 


| finally found enough food to put together a halfway decent meal, keeping it light because Jan's stomach would 
be queasy. Jan looked much more alert when he emerged and sat across the kitchen table from me, gratefully 
accepting the coffee | handed him. We ate in relative silence; | wasn't going to ply him with a lot of questions 
when | knew he must feel like shit. We took our second cups of coffee into the lounge and Jan folded up the 


blanket he used the night before and smiled when he saw the wastebasket I'd placed near the couch. 
"| usually get sick when | drink that much," | said, by way of explanation 

"| did" he laughed a little. "Out the window of John's car. 

| burst out laughing at that, "I hope you got some on the paint! 


Jan laughed too but quickly sobered when we sat down. "I don't know why | keep doing this, Brucie. | keep 


expecting the worst from you and you've never given me any reason to. | know it's all in my head” 

"We've only been together a couple of months; it will take time for you to completely trust me," | told him. | 
did understand, in a way, but that didn't mean it didn't hurt that he was so quick to doubt me. | made a quick 
decision. "Maybe it will help if | tell you something I've been thinking about for a while now." 

He looked at me with curiosity and maybe a little trepidation, "What?" 


| turned to face him straight on and took both of his hands. I'd daydreamed about this a hundred times and it 


was always perfect in my daydreams but now | was worried that I'd fuck it all up and freak him out. 
| took a deep breath and plunged ahead, "|..| want to be with you, Jan. Forever. | know this isn't the time, it's 
much too soon and I'm technically still married. We don't even have regular jobs, but someday, Janick..someday 


I'm going to ask you to marry me." 


He looked at me in disbelief and | thought ‘Shit! I've spooked him; I've made things even worse: Then he reached 
out and cupped his hand on my face. 


"When you do," he smiled, though his eyes were suspiciously moist, "I'll say yes." 


Chapter Sixteen - Janick's POV 


Author's Notes: 
The characters in this story are based in appearance upon real persons but the story is complete fiction and 


written out of my great admiration and respect for the persons | base my characters upon 


Janick's P.O.V 


| had a throbbing headache when | woke up, and then as memories of the night before came back | felt like an 
idiot. How could | have called John?! | didn’t call Bruce when | had a message for him from Judith, yet | called 
John when | got drunk! | know Bruce despises John, but even after seeing me coming home with him he didn't 
get angry with me. When | first laid eyes on Bruce | would never have suspected he had a sensitive bone in his 
body, but all that cocksure bravado had been a front to cover up the man inside that | was only now coming 
to understand. | was thinking about that while | was in the shower and trying to figure out why | always 
jumped to the wrong conclusions so after breakfast when we sat on the couch | was going to try to talk 


through it with him. 


But before | could get the conversation started he proposed to me. Okay, it was more like a pre-proposal, but 
even though I've been daydreaming about our growing old together | didn't think he was on that page yet. Yet 
another indication that we need to work on our communication. | didn't hesitate for one second before | told 


him | would marry him when it came time, and he looked surprised Then he grasped me in a rib-crushing hug. 


We did talk then; in fact, we spent the entire day snuggled up on the couch under a blanket, talking and kissing 
and talking some more. We both had other things we should have been doing; | had to redouble my efforts to 
find a paying gig and Bruce was supposed to be memorizing the lyrics to the Dagger Edge songs he was stil 
unfamiliar with, but that seemed unimportant at the moment. We sat watching the rain streak down the 
window across the room and heard the gusts of cold wind hit the building, but we were warm and safe. That 
was when | understood that | really am safe with Bruce. Bruce isn't anything like John, and while l'm sure we'll 
have misunderstandings and disagreements | don't have to worry that it's the end of our relationship when 


that happens. 


By evening we were lying rather than sitting on the couch and we'd learned more about one another in that 
one day than we had in the past two months. Bruce let himself be completely vulnerable, and | know it was 
difficult for him. He talked to me about how lost he felt when his grandfather died and how he had been 
terrified at finding himself alone in the world He told me about what it had been like after Judith told him she 
was divorcing him, about how he hadn't really felt anything other than worry over his uncertain future. He 
told me then about things he had seen while flying around Ontario, the abject poverty of the First Nation 


villages, the logging camps and mining settlements he'd flown supplies into before moving to Minnesota and the 


remote, isolated towns with few amenities and absolutely no luxuries. It had a profound effect on him, and 
after hearing him talk about it | knew | had no reason to worry about him returning to the frivolous life of a 


jet-setting trophy husband. 


| was letting my fingers toy with Bruce's chest hair as | lay against him and he was kissing my neck; soft, 
leisurely kisses that were nevertheless stirring me up. When | looked up he captured my lips in a long, deep 
kiss. This was becoming one of those times when he and | start out slow and easy but within minutes we were 
a groaning, writhing mass of limbs and long hair tangling together. Somehow | felt it more intensely tonight, 
every nerve ending highly sensitized as Bruce trailed his lips down my neck and slowly explored my chest, 
taking his time and licking, sucking, then taking one of my nipples into his mouth. He knows that drives me 
crazy and he gave each one thorough attention even as hands were exploring the rest of my body, never still 


for a moment. 


| felt like | couldn't quite catch my breath and | couldn't stop the moans and gasps. | was moving my hips 
against him in a desperate bid for friction because | was so hard by now | had to consciously refrain from 
reaching down and touching myself. Bruce must have seen one of my aborted moves to do that because he 
grasped my wrist and pinned my arm over my head, leaving off his ministrations for a moment to kiss me. 
Our kisses were wild now, almost frantic with our need to be closer, to feel and taste and experience 


everything about one another, our tongues entwining, and | felt Bruce's hardness against my hip. 


"Oh, come on, Brucie, come on! Please!" | knew | was begging, but | didn't care. | knew he would give me what | 
need but he was taking his time doing it. Finally he took mercy on me and returned to kissing his way down my 
body, lingering on my stomach to suck several little red marks there, marking me as his but | welcomed it 
because | am his and | know it now beyond a shadow of a doubt. His hands smoothed up my thighs and at long 
last | could feel him grasp me, his fingers curling around me lightly. | literally held my breath in anticipation 
until | felt the stiffened tip of his tongue trace down my erection then | raised my hips involuntarily, making 


sounds | once wouldn't have believed | could make. 


My own hands hadn't been idle, | was touching every part of him that | could reach but the lower he moved 
on me the less | could reach. | contented myself with tangling my fingers in his hair as after more agonizing 


teasing he took me into his mouth, my senses so heightened | wasn't sure how long | could hold it together. 


Bruce always knows when I'm getting too close and after several minutes he raised up again to catch me in 
more kisses as his fingers worked with the lube. When he finally entered me | raised my hips completely off 
the bed, wrapping my legs around the backs of his muscular thighs, quickly building a rhythm that grew 


almost violent the closer we got to the top. 


"Ahh, Brucie," | heard myself cry out as my orgasm hit me with force, the waves gradually subsiding as Bruce 
slowed down, letting me ride it out. | put both hands on his face and kissed him hard, letting my tongue explore 
his mouth as | began to thrust my hips to meet him. Moments later he reached his own orgasm. 


Bruce was shaking with the aftershocks as he slipped off me to lay at my side, gathering me close, "I love you 
so much," he breathed in my ear. 


"I love you too, Bruce! More than anything.” 


That idyllic day somehow cemented our relationship and | felt more lighthearted than | had in weeks when we 
got up the next morning. Bruce had to go to rehearsal around noon and | was trying to decide how | should 
spend the day. | wasn't too upset that Andy wasn't scouting out jobs for me anymore, | felt that | could do as 
much as he could on my own. We were having coffee in the lounge after breakfast and Bruce was running 
through some vocal exercises while | scouted the internet musician's forums for tips on possible jobs. | wasn't 
having any luck and | closed the laptop, sitting back on the couch with a sigh. 


Bruce had headphones on listening to playbacks of his voice and | didn't realize he was paying attention but | 
should have known he was. He paused the playback and slid his headphones down. 


"What's the matter, love? Not finding anything?" he slid across to sit next to me. 
| shook my head, "I'm getting pretty discouraged, to be honest" | told him. 


He gave me a quick hug, "Why don't you come with me today and hang out with the band Maybe you guys can 
jam or something. Step away from job hunting for a day, get your mind off of it" 


That did sound pretty good to me; | thoroughly enjoyed it the last time I'd jammed with Daggers Edge. And | 


would be spending the day with Bruce, which was enough in of itself to convince me to do it. 


| felt very much at home with the guys in Daggers Edge, we all had similar taste in music and all felt much 
the same about it, as though its a natural extension of our personalities. Shortly after Bruce and | got to the 
rehearsal space Bruce began working with Steve and Nicko on perfecting the lyrics and the timing and that left 


the two guitarists free, so naturally we were soon jamming. 


After an hour or so of playing well-known hard rock covers, Dave challenged me to play some of Daggers 
Edge's original music. It didn't take long for me to catch on to it and before long we three were trading riffs. | 
was having a fantastic time. The more | learned of the band's music the more | admired it, it was different 
enough to stand out among the hundreds of bands in the city and both Dave and Adrian were flawless 
guitarists. We were having such a good time that | didn't realize for a while that Steve had left Bruce to work 
with Nicko and was watching us. 

Everyone took a break a couple of hours in with the understanding that the band would get down to serious 


practice when they resumed. Bruce came over to me. 
"How's it going?” | asked him. 


"Good. | know most of the songs now and | finally got the timing down. | heard you guys jamming over here, 


you three sound great together," he sidled a little closer to me, "and you look so fucking hot when you play!" 


| laughed, "Keep your mind on your lyrics!" | chided him. "I'm having a blast, but | know you guys have to get 


down to serious rehearsal soon so | promise I'll sit over here and not distract you." 
"You being anywhere near me distracts me, but in the best of ways." 


We chatted about some of Daggers Edge's music and went over some of Bruce's vocal exercises for a few 
minutes but when we turned back to the rest of the group we saw them clustered around the threadbare 


sofa having what looked like an earnest discussion. Looking over to us, Steve called us over. 
"Sit down, you two, we want to talk to you about something.” 


We obediently took a seat cross-legged on the floor facing the couch and Steve went on. "We're facing some 
stiff competition for gigs and we've been talking about what we can do to set us apart. Bruce's vocals are 
getting some positive feedback on the few gigs he's been with us but we need something more. We want to 
try a three-guitar lineup, and we'd like to know if Janick wants to join us on a trial basis. You guy can talk it 
over and think about it and if you're not interested we'll just continue as we are and maybe take some gigs 
further from the city to build our own following, but we're all agreed that three guitarists would give us a 
more distinctive sound." 


| sat there for a moment until his words sank in They were asking me to join Daggers Edge! Granted, Steve 
said it will be just an experiment to gauge the reaction, but | knew a great opportunity when | saw one. | 
turned to Bruce and saw he was watching me. | stood and indicated that | wanted to talk it over with him and, 


telling Steve that we wanted to talk, we went to a far corner of the garage. 
"What do you think?" | asked him quietly. 


"Are you kidding?! | think it would be fantastic! It's up to you and I'll support you in whatever you decide to do, 
but I'm not going to lie; I'd love to be able to share the stage with you on every gig!" 


| could see he was excited by the idea and, to tell the truth, so was |. | sorely missed being in a band and the 
constant search for paying gigs as an individual guitarist was getting more and more difficult. "I'd like to try it, 
Brucie," | told him. "Maybe Steve will decide it isn't working out, but there's nothing to be lost by giving it a 
shot! 


Bruce grabbed me for a quick hug, then we returned to the others who were talking quietly among 


themselves. 
| simply said, "l'm in" 
"Terrific!" Steve grinned and they all added their congratulations and welcomes. 


"Let's get busy, then. We have a gig tonight!" Steve said with finality, brushing his hands on his knees and 
standing. | just realized that | had to learn their set in only a few hours, which was rather daunting since we 


had to work out blending the three guitars, but Steve assured me that he would only expect me to play 


rhythm until we worked out a system. | could do that with my eyes closed so we spent the remainder of the 
afternoon going through the setlist until | felt comfortable. I've never had to get ready for a gig on such short 
notice before but after running through the songs a few times with Dave and Adrian | felt comfortable 
enough to keep up. Later on we would work out individual solos but for now | was just getting a feel for the 


band's style. 


Bruce's vocals were constantly amazing me. After warming up a bit he was able to hold a note for a 
considerable length of time and | got the distinct feeling that my playing beside him gave him even more 
confidence. We went through two rehearsals of the entire show and | often caught him glancing over to me. At 
around six in the evening we left to go to our individual homes then were to meet at the venue later. As we 


were leaving the building Bruce slid his arm around my waist, leaning close as we walked to my car. 


"Now that you're going to be playing up there with us | won't be able to wear tight pants or everyone will see 
how hard | get watching youl” 


| laughed, a little embarrassed, but when we got in the vehicle he took my hand and pressed it against his 
crotch. He wasn't exaggerating; he was hard even though we'd stopped rehearsing a half hour before. 


"How are you going to manage to sing like that?" | asked teasingly. 


"lll manage as long as | know I'll be able to do something about it as soon as we're off stage," he grinned "Just 
don't be surprised if | drag you off to the closest private area as soon as we're finished!" 

| was laughing, "I don't think we'd better do that; I'm still on probation with the band, as it were. You'll get both 
of us kicked out if we start giving blow jobs in the hallways!” 


Chapter Seventeen - Bruce's POV 


Author's Notes: 
The names and appearances of my characters are borrowed from real persons but the events and 


circumstances are total fiction | write to show my love, respect, and admiration for these individuals. 


Chapter Seventeen 
Bruce's POV 
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The venue that evening was a popular club on the west side and there was a decent crowd. | was a little 
surprised to hear some of the people cheer "Daggers, Daggers!" as we took the stage; evidently, the band had 
its own following who came just to hear us play. | looked over at Jan before we started the first number and 
got a quick smile. | knew he wasn't nervous but he had very little time to prepare for this gig and Daggers 
Edge has a distinctly different sound than Angels of Rain so | was a little nervous for him. 


| need not have worried; | didn't truly appreciate until now what a total professional he is. Within a minute of 
starting our first number he was flawlessly playing rhythm to Adrian and Dave's leads and | could tell by the 
expression on his face that he was off in that zone where nothing existed for him beyond the music. When he 
gets into that mindset he lets the music take him away and I'm sure he isn't aware of it but he dances, spins, 
and sways to the point it was almost distracting. He's a very sensual man at the best of times without even 
having to try, but onstage he comes alive with a raw eroticism. | hadn't been exaggerating when | told him 
that watching him turns me on; his moves coupled with the tight jeans hugging his perfect ass and long legs 
were the sexiest sight | could ever imagine. 


As a result | found that my own performance became more aggressive and my natural cheekiness took over. 
Between numbers | joked with the dozen or so people standing surrounding the low stage and by the time our 


first set was over more people left their tables to crowd around us. 


Steve was thrilled and uncharacteristically enthusiastic when we took a break between sets. As soon as we 


were in the backstage area he slapped a hand of both my and Jan's shoulders 


"Is too soon to say, but | think we've got a winning combination! You two are just what we needed to make 


people forget about Paul's bullshit and revive interest in the band!" 


By the time we left the stage for the night there were at least two dozen people surrounding the stage and 
the dance floor was packed. We're not a dance band but that didn't seem to matter, people were jumping and 
headbanging and even moshing and at the end of the night we got more shouts and applause than at any of 
the other gigs I've played so far. 


I'd never formed any close bonds with Judith's sophisticated so-called friends, they were a shallow, pretentious 
lot and | already felt more bonded to the guys in Daggers Edge than | had with any of them. Jan and | were 
both too sloshed to drive home so we took the bus, leaving Jan's car at the club with permission of the 


manager. 


The disadvantage of taking public transportation was that | couldn't be openly affectionate with Jan, though 
once or twice | let my hand rest high up on his thigh. Once we got home, though, all bets were off and as soon 
as the door closed behind us we were all over one another. Jan was buzzing with leftover energy from the 
performance and when | pinned him to the wall with a kiss he pulled me to him and virtually attacked me, his 
tongue down my throat and his hand on my groin. I'd been half-hard throughout the ride home and rather to 
my surprise | soon found that Jan had been too. As soon as my hand encountered his hardness | hurriedly 


unfastened his jeans, falling to my knees in front of him. 


"Fuck, Bruce..." Jan gasped as my mouth found him. He closed his eyes and leaned his head back against the 
wall, small moans falling from him as | took him in as far as | possibly could. | almost forgot about my own 
horniness as | wrapped my tongue around him, my hand covering what my mouth couldn't as | moved on him. | 


felt his legs shaking and | was reluctant to stop but he tugged on my hair. 


"Bed..." he gasped. He didn't have to ask twice. We were half undressed by the time we reached the bed and 
fell across it wrapped in a torrid kiss. | couldn't stop kissing Jan, | never get enough of him and | was only 
vaguely conscious of him wrapping his fingers around me, tugging and stroking. He rolled until he was beneath 


me and | felt those long, long legs wrap around my thighs and his arousal hot and hard against my belly. 


Jan was kissing my neck, nipping at my ear then swirling his tongue around it until | felt like | couldn't take it 
anymore. | felt him slip the tube of lubricant into my hand and | wasted no time using it. A moment later we 
were together and it was one of the fast, torrid, wild sessions that Jan was prone to instigate when he's been 
drinking. He's a tiger in bed at the best of times but he becomes completely uninhibited when he's had a few 
and the sounds he makes, the moves he uses, the way he kisses and bites me all combine to bring me to the 


most incredible orgasms. This time was no different; in fact, every time seems to surpass the last. 


Later we lay together sated and exhausted in the dark and | felt Jan move his lips close to my ear, "I'll love 


you forever, Brucie," he whispered. 


| turned and caught him in a deep kiss, "And I'll be with you forever," | replied softly, giving him several more 


small, tender kisses. 


Over the following week, Jan and | rehearsed with Daggers Edge for at least a few hours every day. On 
Thursday | got a packet of papers in the post from the Montrose family attorney requiring my signature on 
the final divorce decrees. | was sitting at the breakfast table when Jan brought up the mail and as soon as | 
opened it | let out a whoop of joy. 


"lim free, Jan! As soon as this is signed and registered I'm a free man!" 


He was pouring a cup of coffee but turned to me, unsure at first what | was talking about. After glancing 
over my shoulder, though, he slid an arm around me and kissed the top of my head. "l'm glad. | have to admit | 


was still expecting her to pull some last-minute bullshit" 

"| wasn't, considering she already thought she married someone else. He can have her!" 

Jan tightened his arm and leaned to kiss my neck, "And | get you!" 

"Damn right you dol" | smiled at him, "and if we didn't have rehearsals I'd take you out to celebrate." 
"Let's wait until it's final, then we can do something special," he suggested. 

| reached up and clasped my hand behind his head, pulling him down to kiss his cheek, "It's a date!" 


Adrian, Dave, and Nicko all had regular jobs so our rehearsal schedule was erratic and that afternoon we 
couldn't get together until after three. Steve's wife was a nurse and was on second shift at the moment so he 
brought his baby with him that evening, a little eight-month-old girl named Lori that we all doted on When 
she was present we had to keep the amps turned down but that didn't interfere with our practice. This 
evening, however, he came in, put Lori in her playpen, and called us all over. We took seats around the faded 


couch and he stood in front of us. 


"Today | was contacted by the promoters of a multi-band show taking place in the arena at Newcastle. One of 
the bands originally booked canceled and it would be great exposure for us, but its short notice, it's taking 


place this Saturday night. Do you guys think we can be ready?" 


Everyone chorused with a variation of "hell yeah" and Steve grinned. He knew, | think, that we would all agree. It 
meant that the next two days were given over to intense rehearsals, however. With both Jan and | being new 
band members there was a great deal of work to be done before we could perform as smoothly as a band 
who had been playing together for years. The band members with regular jobs and other commitments had to 
scramble to rearrange their schedules but by the time we set off for Newcastle on Saturday morning we 


were confident that we could put on a smooth a show as a band that had been playing together for years. 


Jan is from this part of the country and as we got further north he began to quietly point out various towns 
or landmarks that he had known as a kid. We rode with Dave and Ade in a car following Steve, Nicko, and the 
two buddies of theirs who served as roadies in the band's equipment van and at one point we were only ten 


miles from Jan's family home. 


"I've been thinking, Brucie," he said at one point, "that we could visit my family after the gig and take the train 
home on Sunday. Would you want to do that? They're dying to meet you." 


| was a little apprehensive, but | told him that I'd be fine with it. He'd told me that his family wanted to meet 


me but we'd tentatively planned on going up there for Christmas. Still, since we were in the area | couldn't 


think of a reason not to, even though | knew | would be completely out of my element. By committing myself 
to Jan | was going to have to meet them sooner or later. | wasn't going to waste time worrying about it now, 


we had a show to put on. 


Newcastle's arena was a large venue used for everything from concerts to sporting events and the back lot 
where we would unload the van was packed with the trucks and vans and buses of the other bands taking part 
in this show. We'd been so busy with rehearsals | didn't have time to ask who else was appearing but some of 
the trucks and buses had names and logos on them. Some sounded vaguely familiar but as Jan and | were 
helping haul our equipment inside | happened to notice a large white bus parked at the edge of the lot and my 
heart jumped in my throat. Painted on it in stylized script was ‘Starshine’. John Anderson's band. Fuck! 


Jan hadn't noticed, he was busy with Ade and Dave sorting through their amps and cords and | hoped he 
wouldn't notice and that somehow we'd get through the show without encountering Anderson. The show was a 
twenty-four-hour metal marathon and the first band took the stage at four in the afternoon | got a copy of 
the program and saw that we were scheduled to go on at seven and | was relieved to see that Starshine 
wasn't to appear until after midnight. There were a couple dozen people from various bands hanging around in 
the area that served as backstage from all over the UK. Jan was acquainted with a few and Steve knew a 
number of them so we spent the time bullshitting with them or watching the bands that were on before us. 
Some of them were pretty good but | wasn't impressed, they didn't have Janick so they couldn't hold a candle 
to Daggers Edge. 


It seemed like forever until it was our turn to take the stage and I'd been getting increasingly nervous. Not 
about the show, but with the knowledge that John Anderson was somewhere around. When we went on | think | 
gave my best performance yet and it was only partly due to all the intensive rehearsals. Part of it was seeing 
Jan to my left, watching his long legs prance and strut and knowing that those legs were going to be wrapped 
around my ass just as soon as possible! I'd be lying if | said that there wasn't a primal thrill in knowing that 
somewhere nearby there was a man who wanted Jan and couldn't have him. 


Steve was beyond thrilled at the thunderous applause and the raucous shouts and screams and just before 
our final number | grabbed the mic aggressively and shouted: "Scream for me, Newcastle!" And scream they 
did; they were still screaming when we left the stage. | caught Jan in a hug as soon as we were backstage and 
| could feel the adrenaline surging through him, he was practically vibrating and | wanted nothing more than to 
drag him to the closest private space and get my share of that post-show energy. We'd booked three rooms 
at a rather rundown inn just south of the city but we couldn't leave yet, there was such a clusterfuck of 
people backstage that it was taking the roadies forever to get the equipment sorted out and packed away, even 
with our help. We were each working on our second or third beer so that may have slowed us down a bit 
more, but it didn't matter, we were on cloud nine. It had gone much better than we dared hope. In the 
excitement | completely forgot my earlier worries about John Anderson, but as Steve and | were leaning 
against a stack of speakers going over the parts of my performance that he thought still needed a bit of work 


| got the creepy feeling of someone watching me. 


| whirled around but there were at least fifty people milling around and | told myself | must be imagining 
things. | turned my attention back to Steve and a few minutes later Jan came up to me and touched my arm. 


"I'm off to the loo," then he lowered his voice, "care to come with?" 

| felt myself get aroused at the very thought of a quickie in the men's room but Steve was joined now by 
Nicko and they were enthusiastically asking me my opinion on how | felt we could build upon the ‘Scream for 
me' phrase; Steve felt it could make a good trademark catchphrase. 

"I can't just now," | leaned in to Jan and added, "but you don't know how badly | want tol” 


"Yes | dol" he grinned, "Be back in a sec." 


| wistfully followed his gorgeous ass leave the room and sighed, turning my attention back to the conversation 


Chapter Eighteen - Janick's POV 


Author's Notes: 
Though my characters are based in appearance on real persons, my stories are entirely fictitious. | write out 


of the greatest respect and admiration for the men of Iron Maiden. 


Janick's P.O.V 


What a fantastic gig! | felt like | could run a mile and not be winded, | was so pumped with energy. | wanted to 
expend a little of that energy with Bruce but he couldn't get away from Steve. | understood that, it probably 
wouldn't be a good idea for us to fool around in a public bathroom anyway. We would be leaving soon enough 
and I'd have him to myself all night. | walked down the hallway toward the bathrooms smiling to myself in 
anticipation. | was so lost in thought | wasn't aware that anyone was near me until | felt a hand reach out of 


an open doorway and snatch my wrist in an iron grip. 


What the fuck! | was dragged through the doorway before | could comprehend what was happening, then | 
looked up. John stood there and he held my arm like a vise. 


"What the hell are you doing?" | demanded, trying to get loose. But John is tall and powerfully built and my 
struggle didn't faze him at all. 


ve been waiting Tor you, Jan. I've been waiting Tor weeks, waiting Tor you To come To your senses and come 
"Ive b ting for you, Jan. I've b ting f k ting for you t to y d 


back to me!" He had an alarmingly intense look in his eyes and | felt a flicker of panic. 


"Let go of mel Are you out of your fucking mind?! I'm not going back with you, | told you that!" | tried to twist 
out of his grip but he only tightened it. 


He was pulling me further into the darkened room. It was some kind of storage room, there were metal boxes 
and lockers stacked around but | didn't waste time looking around. | planted my feet and he abruptly changed 
his tactics. Rather than pulling me he loosened his fingers but didn't let me go, he raised his other hand to 
brush his knuckles against my cheek 


"Janick. Jan, you know you belong to me! We were good together, you and me. We can be that way again if 
you'll just give in and come with mel" He was still stroking my face and | flinched away from him, snatching my 
hand quickly hoping to take him by surprise and get free. He must have anticipated that, though, because he 
merely tightened his grip again, all the while touching my face and hair with his other hand. 


"Leave me alone, John! What the hell is wrong with you?" 


| want you, Jan. | want you back," he was speaking in an overly calm, placid tone that was starting to scare 


the hell out of me. "I was a fool to let you go. You know you still love mel!" 


"Like hell | do!" | made another quick move but once again he easily restrained me. | never thought of myself 
as particularly weak but | felt weak now, | felt like a rag doll in his hands. "I'm with Bruce now, and you know 


itll" 


"Bruce!" he said in a condescending tone. "He can't make you happy. | used to make you happy, didn't | Jan? I'l 
make you happy again." 


He took a step closer to me and | tried to back away but my back was up against some kind of metal table. | 
braced myself to make a lunge to one side but he moved quickly and stood directly in front of me, removing 
his hand from my wrist only to put both hands on my shoulders. Then he moved closer yet until he was 
pressing me against the table and he leaned in to try to kiss me. 


| tried to twist away again but his fingers dug in to my shoulders and he put his leg between mine, pressing 
his thigh against my groin. That's when it dawned on me that he was going to try to rape mel 


"You son of a bitch!" | put every bit of strength | had into shoving against him but even as | did | felt him 
slide his hand slide down between us and grope me. I'd been pleasantly buzzed from the beer I'd been drinking 
but now | was stone cold sober. He was kneading my crotch through my pants now and trying to grab my 
hand again. | felt him pressing against me and he was hard. | felt like this was surreal, like it was,nt really 


happening. 


"Bruce is going to kill you, if | don't kill you first!" | snarled at him but he was ignoring me, trying to kiss me 


again as his hand cupped me and tried to open my zipper. 


"You won't fight me once | remind you of how good | can make you feell" he was trying to kiss my neck now 
and he removed his hand from me to open his own pants. That was my opportunity and | took it, | shoved him 
back far enough to raise my leg and | kneed him in the groin as hard as | could. He let out an ‘oof and bent 
double and | went to dart past him, but he reached out and snagged the end of my tee shirt, jerking me back 
to him. 


"You seem to have gotten into some new kinks, haven't you?" He was breathing hard now party from pain but 
partly because he was turned on. My kick seemed to have turned him on even more and now he was getting 


rough. "If you like rough stuff, | can give it to you! | can give you anything you want, Jan" 


He grabbed both my wrists and backed me up against the wall next to the door now, kissing me roughly even 
though | strove to evade him. His knee was between my legs and he was moving subtly against me. | started 
to panic, listening for the sound of someone in the hallway who would hear me if | yelled. Unfortunately I'd gone 
down the hallway leading to the employee's bathrooms rather than the ones designated for performers and 
their crew and the only sound was the distant reverberation of music from whoever was currently on the 


stage. 


"John." | hoped maybe | could placate him long enough to get away, "you don't have to do it this way! | used to 


like it when you were gentle with mel” 


He didn't seem to hear me and was bruising my wrists against the wall while he kept me pinned there with his 
body. "Damn | want you, Jan! It was always so good with youl" He murmured as he bit and kissed my neck 
sloppily. He caught both wrists with one hand then and moved the other to his zipper, opening his pants. "See 
how much you turn me onl" He pulled my hands down and put them on his erection, grunting when he felt me 
touch him. Without warning he suddenly shoved me to my knees, jerking my head forward into his crotch. | felt 
like | was going to throw up and tried to keep my face away from him but without much luck. | thought of 


biting him hard but the mood he was in, it would only have turned him on more. 
He had his knees against my shoulders, "Suck me, Jan!" 


"Nol" | shouted, shoving against him as hard as | could. Part of my mind was reeling with astonishment at the 
way he was acting. John had never been a giving or caring lover but neither had he ever been violent. 
Something told me that this new behavior could be blamed on his time with Benny. This whole encounter had 
taken no more than three or four minutes so | knew no one would come looking for me; it was up to me to get 


away from him. 


He seemed to realize that he couldn't force me to suck him so he pulled me to my feet again. | tried to break 
away but he moved faster, he swung me around roughly and pushed me against the metal table again from 


behind. | felt him opening my jeans all the way. 


"Nol" | shouted, trying to use my body weight to duck to one side but he simply pushed me down against the 
table and jerked my jeans down over my hips. It was brutal with no preparation or lubricant, and | almost 
screamed when | felt him force his way into me. My face was wet with tears now and | simply gave up, 
slumping against the table in defeat as he rammed into me. He was completely into it, almost out of his mind, 
and | was so crushed | didn't register the sound of voices in the corridor until | felt John stop. He hadn't 
finished, thank God, but he listened intently for a moment then quickly did up his pants. There was another 
door on the opposite side of the room that | didn’t see in the dark but he let go of me abruptly and darted 


out, seemingly overcome with panic, as though he suddenly realized what he'd been doing. 


| fell to the floor in a heap, my heart pounding. Whoever was in the hall passed the door without glancing inside 
and | was glad; | didn't want anyone to see me like this. | was humiliated that | hadn't been able to fight him 
off, my ass was burning like hell and | was trying to hold back from breaking down sobbing. | don't know how 
long | sat there not moving, trying to stop shaking, and it barely registered in my consciousness that there 


were more voices in the hall. Familiar voices. 


"are you sure he went down this hall, Davey?" It was Bruce and | froze. | cringed at the thought of anyone 
finding me like this and | managed to pull my pants up but my hands were trembling so bad | couldn't fasten 
them. 


"Yeah," Dave was answering Bruce, “but it was at least ten minutes ago. There is a bathroom down here 


somewhere." 


Oh, God, | thought, what is Bruce going to do when he finds out about this?! At that thought | sobbed out loud, 
trying to stifle the sound behind my hand. 


"Wait," Bruce's voice again. He was very close to the door now. "I think | heard something.” 


Suddenly bright lights flooded the room and | instinctively retreated, crawling back to try to hide behind the 
table. | couldn't bear to be seen like this. 


Too late. The table provided no concealment and Bruce saw me immediately, "Jan!!!" He was at my side in an 


instant, kneeling next to me. | saw Dave hovering behind him near the doorway. 


"Jan, my God! What the hell happened?! Are you all right?" Bruce was trying to lift me from beneath my arms 
but | jerked away. | couldn't look at him. Davey came over then and between him and Bruce they pulled me to 
my feet. | tried to fasten my pants again but my hands didn't seem to work. | was in some kind of shock, | 


realized, but | couldn't do anything about it. 


Bruce put his hands on my face and turned me gently to face him. One look at my face and he gasped; | must 
have looked like hell. "Jan, love, who did this?! Did they...2" He broke off like he was unable to put it into words. 
‘It was Anderson, wasn't it?l" His voice went cold and steely and | saw his eyes take on a look I'd never seen 


there before; a look of almost maniacal rage. | didn't answer him, but | didn't have to. 


"Where did he go, Jan?!" he demanded. | know he wasn't angry with me but | still cringed at the sound of his 
voice, "Where did he gol! I'm going to kill that motherfucker. He's fucking deadll" Bruce's hands balled into fists 
and he started to pace as though he couldn't hold still while Dave held my arm; my legs were shaking so badly 
| didn't think | could stand up. 


"Bruce," Dave put a tentative hand on Bruce's shoulder, "Focus, man! We've got to take care of Janick first!" 


Bruce was already fastening my pants as | leaned against him. | wanted to tell him not to go after John, | knew 
he genuinely would try to kill him if he found him and all | could think was that he would go to jail. | wanted to 


say that, but somehow | couldn't speak, | couldn't form words. 


Between the two of them they walked me slowly to the hall, not heading back to the backstage area but 
toward the fire exit at the end of the hall. | could feel Bruce buzzing with repressed fury and | shook my head 


but still couldn't manage to speak. 


"He's dead, he's fucking dead!" Bruce was muttering. Out of the corner of my eye | saw the set lines of his 
face; he looked positively frightening. Davey just looked upset and concerned. The cold night air hit me with a 
blast when we exited the hall and they tried to get me to sit down on the metal steps there. | sat but jumped 


as soon as | made contact, my ass was hurting like a motherfucker. 


The move didn't escape Bruce's notice. "Stay with him, Dave," he said and turned to head back inside. 
"No!" | croaked, my voice dry and ragged. 


Dave was sitting next to me and he looked up too as Bruce hesitated. "I think we should take him to a hospital!" 


Dave put forth. 
"No!" | said again, stronger this time. 
"But you're hurt!" Dave tried to reason, but | was shaking my head. 


"No. | just want to go to the hotel. Please?" | looked up at Bruce, who was visibly torn between staying with me 


and going in search of John. 
"We can call the police from the hotel. We have to report this," Dave was saying. 


"No, no police!" | was getting worked up again. | wasn't thinking clearly but there was one thing | knew for 
certain, nobody could ever know about this. Nobody. | couldn't bear the mortification if anyone besides Dave 
and Bruce found out I'd let this happen to me. I'm a grown man, I'm not a puny weakling, yet I'd just been raped. 


Raped! This was the first time it fully hit me, and | suddenly leaned off the edge of the steps and was sick 


That decided things for Bruce. He was beside me again, pulling my hair back and holding it at the back of my 
neck as | retched. Dave had a backpack over his shoulder and he pulled it off, taking a bottle of water from it 


and offering it to me. 


| took it automatically and let them lead me around the corner to the car park. Bruce was bouncing on the 
balls of his feet, adrenaline surging through him, and he was constantly looking around. There were a number 


of people scattered around the car park but none near us, and none were John Anderson. 


The others had apparently gone to the hotel already so Dave took the wheel of Adrian's car after Bruce 
helped me into the back seat. | had to sit on the side of my arse and once again Bruce tried to go back in the 
building to look for John. | reached out and caught his sleeve, "Bruce, please! Stay with me!" 

Bruce looked at me, his gaze softening and he sat in the back with me. He didn't speak but his arm was around 
me and he held my hand with his other hand. In the harsh light of the car interior | saw that my wrists were 
already showing livid red marks that were already turning into bruises. Bruce saw them too and gently raised 
my hand, kissing the marks softly. | noticed my hands were still trembling. | knew Bruce wanted to ask me 
exactly what happened but he knew | was in no shape to talk, and | don't think | could have told him anyway. 


Putting it into words would be re-living it all over again. 


Half an hour later we arrived at the inn where rooms had been booked for us. Bruce went forward to get the 


key while | stood with Dave in the foyer, and before going up to the room he was sharing with Adrian he put 


his hand on my shoulder. | tried not to flinch. 


"If you guys needs anything, l'm in room 8 Just knock, okay? Anytime!" With a final gentle pat on my shoulder 


he left and Bruce and | went up to the small, rather outdated room we'd been assigned. 


Bruce led me to the bed and sat me down. "I've got to go down to the car and get our bags, okay? I'll be right 
back." 


| didn't let go of his hand, "You aren't going back after him, are you?" 

He paused and | know | was right, that's exactly what he had been planning to do. Then he took a steadying 
breath, "No, love. | won't leave you alone. I'll only be a minute." He moved to kiss my forehead then appeared to 
think better of it and left the room, returning five minutes later with our overnight bags. | was still sitting 
where | was trying to ignore the ache; | hadn't moved a muscle. 


Bruce sat next to me and took my hand. | found it very hard to look at him but he seemed to understand. "I'm 
not going to ask you what happened; | won't make you talk about it right now. He will pay for this, Jan. I'll see 
to it that he pays!" 


| looked at him then and saw the set of his jaw . "I just want to forget it, Bruce." My voice came out small. "l.l 
want to take a shower, okay?" 


"Of course, love. Do you want me to come with you? | won't come in the shower if you don't want me to, | can 
just be in there if you need me." 


| shook my head. "No, I'll be okay." | stood and walked woodenly to the tiny bathroom. | didn't think to grab my 
toiletries kit so Bruce got it and brought it to me before | closed the door. 


"lIl be right here, okay?" 


| just nodded, anxious to wash off every remnant of John Anderson as soon as | possibly could. 


Chapter Nineteen - Bruce's POV 
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Chapter Nineteen 
Bruce's POV. 


As soon as | heard the shower start | let out the breath I'd been holding. Every fiber of my being wanted to 
murder John Anderson and if | hadn't promised Jan | wouldn't I'd be halfway back to the arena now. | don't 
think l'll ever get that picture out of my mind, my gentle, free spirited, fun-loving Janick scrambling to hide 
behind a table when we entered that room! It was taking every bit of my self-control not to hunt Anderson 
down and beat him until he was a lifeless bloody heap. | paced the room in agitation, wanting to punch 
something, anything, but knowing that if Jan heard me it would only upset him more. The only thing that was 
keeping John Anderson alive right now was the knowledge that Jan needed me here with him. 


| didn't know what | should do. Jan refused to see a doctor and refused to let us call the police. In a way | 
could understand how he would feel ashamed and humiliated, but it hadn't been his fault. It was mine! He 
wanted me to go with him to the bathrooms and | didn't. If I'd been with him | know Anderson wouldn't have 
dared try anything. The man may be a foot taller than me but | could still beat the shit out of him and | think 
he knew it. 


Jan was in the shower for a long time but | resisted the urge to check up on him. | felt almost sick, | was so 
angry my stomach was in a tight knot and my chest was constricted with a mix of fury and worry. Jan looked 
so shattered! His bright sparkling gray eyes looked so flat and dead and he was still trembling slightly when we 
got to the room. God damn that fucking Anderson! Unable to help myself, | balled up my fist and hit the back 


of a chair, sending it skidding across the room. 


A few minutes before Jan came out of the bathroom there was a quiet knock at the door. Thankfully there 
was a peephole so | looked out, relaxing with relief when | saw it was only Steve and Adrian. | opened the door a 
few inches. 


"Dave said that something happened to Janick. ls there anything | can do?" 
| was grateful to Dave for not giving any details and they were sensitive enough not to ask. "No, not really, but 


thanks." | was keeping my voice low so Jan wouldn't hear. "Wait, maybe there is. | want to take Jan to his folks 
house; | think he really needs to be somewhere he feels safe. We planned to take the bus there tomorrow, but 


do you think we could borrow your car, Adrian? | don't think Jan should be around a bunch of strangers on a 


bus right now." 


He nodded without hesitation, "Sure, no problem." He dug in the pocket of his jeans and handed me a keyring. 
"Umm...Dave didn't say what happened, but | could tell by the way he was acting that it's something bad. Will 
Jan be okay?" 


| honestly didn't know and | told them so. "I hope so. I'll call you guys in a couple of days and let you know when 


we'll be back in London, okay?" 


"Don't worry about that right now, just take care of Janick," Steve said. "Jan is one of us now and so are you; 


we're blood brothers and we stick together." 
Just then | heard the shower shut off. "Ill be in touch. And thanks!" 


They nodded and left, obviously dying to know what happened but apparently Dave told them that Jan didn't 
want anyone to know. | was digging into Jan's bag for the loose pants and tee shirt he wore as pajamas when 
he emerged. He was wrapped in two towels, hugging them around himself, one around his waist and one around 


his shoulders. 


"May |?" | asked, taking a towel from him. He gave a half shrug so | began to towel his hair dry. "Are you sure 


you don't need a doctor, love?" 


"No doctor," his voice was flat and lifeless as he put on the pajamas | had laid out. "| just want to go to sleep 


and forget this day ever happened" He crawled under the covers. 


It broke my heart when | remembered how excited and happy he's been during and after the gig. "Is it okay if | 
lay with you?" 


He looked up at me, gray eyes wide and vulnerable, "Yes, please! l.. | need you to hold me, Bruciel” 
As soon as | lay next to him he wrapped both arms around me in an almost desperate clutch. | was relieved 
that he wasn't flinching anymore when | touched him and | folded my arms around him, holding him as close as 


| could. | couldn't keep silent more. 


"| should have been with you, love. | should never have let anything happen to youl | knew that fucker was 


around; | should have told you to be carefull” 


| felt him shake his head slightly against my chest, "No, Bruce, don't say that. l'm the one who let it happen,’ 


His voice almost broke and | felt the fury flare up again. 


"You didn't let anything happen! You fought him; | can see the bruises and scratches on you. Let's stop thinking 
about it," | stroked his hair and kissed his cheek. "No one is ever going to hurt you again! | promise!" 


He didn't reply and he was so physically and emotionally exhausted he was asleep almost immediately. | felt 
fury flare up in me all over again when | saw the bruises on the hand that lay on my chest. | never wanted to 
kill anyone before in my life but | was entertaining daydreams of finding Anderson and choking that 
motherfucker to death, knowing | would love nothing more right now than to see him breathe his last breath 
beneath my hands. It was almost alarming how | felt. | have a hair-trigger temper and have been known to 


take a swing at people who pissed me off, but this was a whole new level of rage. 

| lay awake for a long time daydreaming of ways | could take revenge on Anderson but eventually | dozed off. | 
don't know how long | was asleep when | was awakened by Jan moving restlessly in my arms. He was still asleep 
but muttering under his breath. | stroked his hair to try to soothe him but suddenly he sat upright with a 
shout "Nol" his eyes wide in the dim light of the one lamp I'd left on 


| wrapped my arms around him and he looked at me blankly for a moment then collapsed against me. | felt wet 


tears against my chest and | kissed the top of his head. 
Its just a dream, Jan. I'm here, nothing is going to happen to you!" 
"Brucie," he was trying not to sob out loud, "he..he..." he couldn't say it, and | shushed him. 


"Shh, it's over, it'll be okay," | was smoothing his hair, that always seemed to calm him, and after a moment he 


raised wet eyes to mine. 
"He didn't finish, Bruce. At least he didn't finish!" 


| nodded, understanding what he meant, but to me that didn't matter. If it gave him some sense of comfort, 
though, that was good. "Please let me take you to a hospital, Jan!” 


He shook his head almost violently, "They would be obligated to tell the police." 


“The police should be told!" 


| cradled him close to me, knowing | couldn't change his mind but | also knew | couldn't let that motherfucker 


get away with this! 


‘lm going to take you to your parents’ house tomorrow, love! Adrian loaned us his car. You need to be in a 


place where you feel comfortable." 


He hesitated, then nodded slightly, "Okay," he murmured against my chest. "Thanks, Brucie." He looked up at me, 


"| love you." 


| kissed his forehead, "I love you too, more than anything! Try to go back to sleep, okay? I'll be right here." 


He snuggled in as close to me as he could get and | felt a twinge of desire at his closeness, cursing myself for 
it. Now was not the time for that! For one thing, he was obviously in pain, but also there was a psychological 
aspect to it that | didn't even pretend to understand. That was all right, | told myself. | would give him as long 


as he needed, no matter how strongly | desired him. 


The next morning the rest of the band came by our room to check up on Jan and to tell us again to call them 
in there was anything they could do. | was warmed by their genuine concern. We hadn't known one another 
very long but they were standing by us and | appreciated it more than | could say. As they turned to leave, 
though, | tapped Dave's arm. 


"Thanks for not saying anything about what happened" | told him quietly. 


Is okay, man. | understand how Jan feels. Something like that happened to my older sister a long time ago and 


it can be pretty devastating." 

| nodded and watched them go down the hall, then turned back to the room where Jan was putting his things 
back in his bag. | felt an impotent rage still surging through me. | was holding myself in check so as not to 
upset Jan any further but | still felt a savage fury and impotent to do anything about it. Bright sunlight was 
streaming through the window making a mockery of the solemn atmosphere. Jan was subdued; he hadn't said 


much since waking up and refused when | offered to bring him some breakfast. 


"Ready?" | asked, and he merely nodded. His family already knew he was planning to bring me over to meet 


them but they had no idea what happened the night before. 

It was an hour's drive and | tried to distract both Jan and myself from dark, brooding thoughts by stimulating 
Jan's interest in his surroundings by asking him questions about places we passed, but he answered in 
monosyllables. | noticed that he was shifting in his seat every few minutes and it tore me to pieces to know he 
was still hurting. Just as we turned onto the road that led to his family home he looked across at me. 


‘lm sorry l'm not very talkative today" 


| reached over and patted his leg, "It's okay, love, | understand. But don't you think your parents will notice 


you're especially quiet?" 

He sighed, looking out the window, "I hope not! Promise me that you won't say anything, Bruce!" 
"If you don't want me to, | won't. That's between you and your family." 

"Oh, Bruce," His voice fell and he looked at me, "YOU are my family!" 


Janick put a real effort into appearing normal when we arrived. I'd been so preoccupied with the events of the 


night before that it didn't sink in that | was meeting Jan's family for the first time until we were parking in 
front of their home. Then | got a sudden attack of nerves, something l'm not at all prone to. 


Jan noticed that | hesitated before getting out of the car and he gave a small smile, the first smile of any kind 
since the night before. "Come on, Bruce. They'll love you." 


| was so glad to see him smile that | climbed out and walked with him to the door. They didn't know what time 
we were arriving but when Jan opened the front door and called out, a woman came out from the back of the 


house wiping her hands on a dishtowel. 


"Janick!" She hugged him, then turned to me. | was struck by her eyes, the same shade of gray as Jan's. "And 
you must be Bruce!" To my surprise she gave me a peck on the cheek then called over her shoulder, "Bob! 


Jan's here with his young man!" 


A man came down the open staircase and | saw what Jan would look like in thirty years. This man had the 
same strong jawline, the same blonde hair, and the same smile. He came over to us, giving Jan a quick hug 


then shaking my hand. 


"So you're Bruce! We've heard a lot about you, my boy. Come in, come inl" | noticed that he had a slight 
eastern European accent, but then my eyes were drawn to a group of photos on the wall behind the sofa 
They were family photos and | recognized Jan immediately, at different ages and with different backgrounds. He 


was with a girl and another boy who looked similar to him, though his hair was darker. 


His mother saw me looking and took me by the arm, "Oh yes, that's our family. You're family too now, from 


what Jan tells me!" She winked and Jan gave another faint smile, blushing slightly. 
In no time at all | felt comfortable among these people. They were open and outgoing and there was real 
warmth and affection here. | noticed Jan relax slightly as he chatted with them for a bit, then he took me 


upstairs to his old bedroom. 


‘I'm a little surprised they're letting us share a room," | remarked once we were in the bedroom. | didn't think 


my own grandparents would be so liberal, but they were from an earlier generation. 


"I called them last week and told them that you proposed to me." he confessed, looking down as he searched his 
bag for his hairbrush. 


| went over to him, touched, "You did? That's fantastic, mate!" So that's what his Mom meant when she said 


its my family now too. 
" | had to tell Mom right away. It's a pretty big deal, you know.’ 


"Yes, it is." | circled my arms around him from behind and kissed his neck. "I wish | had someone | could tell, 


someone who could see how happy you make mel” 


He turned into my arms and kissed my cheek, "I can see, and | want to keep making you happy." 


"You will. As long as | have you, I'll be happy." | dared to brush a kiss across his lips, hoping he wouldn't shrink 
away from the touch. He didn't. 


"I'm glad you still wanted to come here, Bruce. | wasn't going to, after." 

| shook my head, "No, we had to. We can't let what happened change anything.’ 

He stepped back then, his expression clouding over, "It changes things," he muttered. 

| took him by the shoulders, "No, it doesn't! Shit happens, but we can get over it because we have each other!" 
He gave me a level look, then | saw him relax a little, "Thanks, Bruce." 


"You have to stop thanking me, love! | do things for you because | love you, | don't need thanks!" | mock- 


admonished him. 


A few minutes later we heard Jan's Mom call us down to dinner. He tried to be animated and talkative through 
the meal but | saw the difference from his usual behavior. It was subtle; a different inflection to his voice and 
the way his eyes refused to meet anyone else's for more than a few seconds. But maybe his parents wouldn't 


notice because they hadn't been with him as much recently as | had. 


After the meal Jan excused himself, saying he wanted to go for a walk. | know that walking is therapeutic for 
him so even though | wanted to go with him | let him go, watching from the back patio as he walked down a 
worn path across the field behind the house in the cold November sunset. | was lost in thought and | jumped a 
little when his Mom spoke at my side. 


"He knows the area like the back of his hand," she smiled, looking after him. "He practically lived outdoors when 


he was a boy! Come back inside, Bruce." 

| followed her back to the lounge and accepted the glass of juice she brought me. She sat across from me in 
what was obviously her usual chair. Jan's father was sitting at a computer in an adjoining room and she 
glanced his way, then looked back at me. 

"All right, Bruce." She was using a no-nonsense voice even though she was speaking quietly. "What's wrong?" 


| was taken aback and stammered, "Umm... what do you mean?" 


She made a dismissive motion with her hand. "I'm that boy's mother; | can see something is wrong. He was 


here just a few weeks ago and he was troubled then about his relationship with you, but this is different.” 


"l. promised him | wouldn't say anything, ma'am." 
She nodded, "That sounds like Janick; he never wants anyone to worry about him. But | can see you're 
concerned about him too, | see it in your face when you look at him. | don't want you to break any promise 


you made him, but..Bruce, something bad happened, didn't it?" 


My heart went out to her. Jan should have known she would see the difference in him and not telling her only 


made her worry more. But | told Jan | wouldn't tell his parents. Then | had a sudden idea. 
"Jan's brother is a policeman, isn't he?" 

She nodded, confused by the change of subject. 

"Is there a chance | could talk to him?" 


She was puzzled but she nodded. "Just a moment," She got up to get her cell phone from her purse, tapped a 


stored number, and handed it to me. "It's ringing." 


| had a moment of pure indecision, but | thanked her and walked back outside, sitting on a cold metal patio chair 


as the phone rang. 


"Hello? Mum?" Craig saw his Mom's number on the display and | froze for a second. After all, | didn't know this 
man. Then | plunged on. 


"Hello, umm. Craig? This is Bruce, Janick's, umm..friend." 


‘Oh, you're Bruce!" he's evidently heard about me and knew about my relationship with Jan. "You're at Mum's? 


| know they wanted to meet you!" 
"Yeah, Jan and | got here today. Umm..Craig? Can | talk to you in confidence? As a policeman?" 
His manner changed, "Of course! What do you need?" 


‘| need to have a man thrown in jail!" 


Chapter Twenty - Janick's POV 
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Chapter Twenty 
Janick's PON. 


It was completely dark by the time | got back to the house but there was some moonlight and | knew this 
area well enough not to get lost. | felt better, calmer, and | had been going over what Bruce said in my head. 
he's right; we can get past this and anything else as long as we have each other. But every time | sat down | 
was reminded of what John had done; my ass still ached even twenty-four-hours later. | felt a mix of anger, 
helplessness, and guilt. | kept thinking that there had to have been some way | could have gotten away from 
him. Bruce didn't blame me for letting it happen, but | blamed myself. 


| didn't understand how John, a man | thought | knew, a man I'd once believed myself to be in love with, could 
do something like this! How could he have changed so much in the two years since we broke up? Had the 
potential for that behavior always been there? How could | have missed it? These thoughts had been going 


round and round in my brain all day and | needed the fresh, cold air to help me clear my head. 


| knew Bruce could have reacted so much differently to everything. He could have left my side to go and hunt 
down John, and | half expected him to, but he hadn't. He put me first, and it meant more to me than | could 
ever put into words. | would never have believed my love for him could go any deeper but every day it did, 


and | knew that it would keep growing deeper yet. 


| stopped on a rise in the land and looked back to the house, the lights bright even from nearly a mile away. | 
heard a nightjar singing not far away and | remembered peaceful nights when | was a little kid, hearing that 
sound through my open bedroom window. It quieted my confused thoughts and | took a deep breath, heading 


for home. 


Home! Would Bruce and | ever have a home like this; a peaceful haven in the country where we could hear the 
night birds sing and smell the fresh air? | lost myself in daydreams as | walked home. 


I'd been gone longer than | thought; it was almost nine o'clock when | walked in the back door. Bruce was sitting 
with my Mum on the sofa going through old family albums. | remembered her doing that with the first girl | 
dated from school, before | understood that the reason | didn't ask her out again wasn't because there was 


anything wrong with her; it was because she was a girl. 


‘Mum, really!" | chided her, touching her shoulder then giving Bruce a quick kiss on the top of the head Dad 
came out of the room he used as a study when he heard me enter and suggested we all watch a movie. Bruce 
slipped his arm around my shoulders as we watched the film and | snuggled closer to him, feeling a little peace 


of mind return. | knew it would take time, but as long as he was there it was going to be all right. 


When we eventually went up to the bedroom Bruce went to the bathroom down the hall to brush his teeth 
and | slid into bed to wait for him. When he came back, his breath smelling like mint and his chestnut hair 
shining from a thorough brushing, | felt my heart fill. | flipped down the blanket for him. 


He wrapped his arms around me as soon as he climbed in and kissed my forehead. "Are you feeling any better, 


love?" 
"A little, | guess. How long do you think we should stay here?" 


"As long as you want, you heard Steve." His fingers were toying with my hair and | felt an unexpected spark of 
desire for him. | didn't expect to be able to think about sex for quite some time and | knew | couldn't bear to 
go all the way even if | wasn't still sore, but | let my fingers trail down through Bruce's chest hair and kissed 
his neck. When my fingers dipped below his waist he reached out and caught my hand. 


"Jan..." 


explain it to him, but | didn't have to. He understood. He pulled me closer for a sweet, tender kiss. 


"You aren't tainted, love. You're beautifull" He kissed me again, "I love you," he whispered, his kisses moving 
around my jaw and down my neck. "If you ask me to stop, that's okay," Another kiss. "I'll wait for you; I'll wait 
forever for youl" His kisses were grazing my collarbone now and his hands smoothing across my chest and | 
felt a strong longing for more growing in me. | sighed, pressing my hand to the back of his head, combing 


through his silky hair. 


"Bruce, please..." | didn't know what | was asking for, but | lay back and let the sensations roll over me. Bruce 
reached my chest and found a nipple, circling it with his tongue while his fingers lightly tweaked and toyed with 
the other one. He took his time, working down my body so slowly it was almost torture, touching me like l'm 
made of fragile crystal. When at last he reached my groin | was achingly hard for him and trying to hold back 
from bucking my hips. 


“Shh... relax love," Bruce gave my stomach a series of wet, open kisses. "Let me take care of you." 
| had to stay aware that | was in my parents’ house and | had to stay quiet, but | was squirming and tossing 
my head from side to side by the time | finally felt the tip of his tongue trace along the underside of my 


erection. 


"Oh God, Bruce," | gasped, then without warning he took me deep in his mouth in one swoop. | nearly cried out 


loud and jammed the side of my hand in my mouth to keep quiet. Bruce is incredible at this and he was putting 
everything into it, his tongue swirling as his hand worked in time with his mouth. | was astonished at how 


quickly | was turned on and when his mouth left me to kiss along my thighs and hips | groaned. 


"Patience, my love," he murmured, taking me into his mouth again | felt the little knot of heat grow and spread 
behind my balls and when my orgasm hit it was with a force that took my breath away. | bucked my hips and 
he placed his hand on my stomach to hold me down, not letting me out of his mouth until the spasms were 
completely spent. 


| lay panting, but | felt better than | had all day. I'd felt like John had marked me somehow, damaging me so 
that | would never feel desirable again. Bruce wiped those fears away completely. | felt him hard against my 


hip as he moved up to kiss me and | had no doubt he desired me. 
| want to do something for you," | whispered. 
"You don't have to, it's all right. | know we can't go all the way for a while." 


"I can still do something," My hand slipped down between us and | wrapped my fingers around him, eliciting a 


low moan. 


"Jan, all you have to do is touch me and l'm on the edge," he gasped as my fingers began to work on him. It 
didn't take long, he was already trembling and | kissed him, my tongue invading his mouth as my fingers gained 
speed. His breath grew ragged and suddenly a shiver went through him and he thrust himself against me, 
spilling into my hand. | was still kissing him and | didn't want to stop. We lay there for a long time exchanging 
kisses and touches before we drifted off to sleep. | felt safe, something | wasn't sure | would ever feel again 


only one day ago. 


| was awakened by a murmur of voices and looked blearily at the clock. Six-thirty. Why on earth were my 
parents up at this hour of the morning? Bruce was snoring lightly close to my side, his arm thrown around 
my waist. | smiled to myself and tried to drift back to sleep. It was no good; the voices downstairs aroused my 
curiosity. It sounded like three people, so | slipped out from beneath Bruce's arm and pulled my pajamas back 


on. In case there was someone else downstairs | rummaged in the closet and found my old flannel bathrobe, 


then crept to the top of the stairs. 


To my surprise | saw my brother Craig in the lounge with my parents having coffee. My parents hadn't told 


me he was coming and it wasn't like him to arrive unannounced so, curious, | went downstairs. 
"Jan!" Craig jumped up and gave me a hug, then stood back at arm's length. "How are you?" 
That was an odd sort of question, | thought. "Umm, l'm okay.” 


"Here, Jan, have some coffee," My Mum poured a mug and handed it to me. "Is Bruce still asleep?" 


"Yeah. | would be too, but | heard people talking down here." 


‘Oh, I'm sorry; we thought we were being quiet," Dad said, taking his mug of coffee and the morning paper and 


disappearing into his study, his version of a man cave. 

"I didn't know you were coming," | said to Craig, taking a seat at the table. 

"I wasn't planning to. Uh, Mum, can you excuse me and Jan for a minute?" 

Mum seemed to expect this; she already had her coffee in her hand . "I think I'll go watch the morning news." 
When she was gone | turned to Craig. He was acting strangely. "So, what's up?" 

He didn't answer directly. "How are you really, Jan?" 

| hesitated, looking at him suspiciously. "Why do you keep asking me that?" 


He sighed and toyed with his coffee cup, turning it around in his hands. "I want you to be honest with me. 
What happened with John Anderson?" 


| gasped. "How the hell... " | caught myself, "what makes you think anything happened?" Craig looked at me 
then and there was no doubt; he knew. "How did you find out?" | asked in a half-whisper. 


He didn't answer right away, then sighed, "Jan, l'm a cop. If someone breaks the law I'm obligated to do 
something about it. But when someone hurts my brother l'm damned sure going to do something about it | 
need you to tell me what happened" 

| pushed back from the table and stood abruptly, "I don't know what you know or how you found out, but l'm 
not going to talk about it" With that | strode out of the room, my heart hammering. | couldn't decide if | was 
angry or hurt, but | knew there was only one way he could have found out about what happened. Bruce. | 
marched back up to the bedroom and threw my clothes on. | was trying to be quiet but Bruce stirred, sitting 
up in the bed and looking at me through a curtain of hair. 


"Jan.., wha....2" 


| turned on him, "You promised, Bruce! You said you weren't going to tell anyone anything!" | was livid but | also 


felt like crying. It felt like he'd lied to me and betrayed my trust. 
He swung his feet over the edge of the bed, "Jan, I." 
"Forget the explanations!" | spat. "My brother is here and he seems to know everything!" 


Bruce stood then, wrapping the sheet around his nudity, "He doesn't know everything! Jan, you have to 


understand; we can't let John get away with what he did! He belongs in jaill Craig is a cop, he can help find him." 


"I told you | don't want anyone to know! Anyone, Bruce! You fucking promised!" My voice caught and | grabbed 
my jacket, storming out of the room. My Mum looked up as | charged through the lounge but before she 
could say anything | was out the door. It was cold and sleet was falling but | didn't care; | was so incensed | 
didn't even feel it. | walked off down the road as fast as | could, not knowing where | was going but not giving a 
damn. Not only was | furious with Bruce, | didn't want to face Craig knowing that he knew what happened to 
me. It was humiliating. 


The country was open here with a scattering of houses toward town but none in the other direction for 
nearly a mile. | walked away from town. | was possibly a quarter mile from the house when | heard a faint 
voice on the wind. | glanced back over my shoulder to see Bruce standing in the road in front of the house in 
just his pajama bottoms looking after me. | turned back to the road and quickened my steps. | knew he would 
come after me once he got dressed but he didn't know this country and | did; if | didn't want to be found | 
wouldn't be found. And | didn't want to be found. 


| don't get angry often and when | do it doesn't last long. Already my temper was cooling and hurt was taking 
over. Why couldn't Bruce respect my wishes on this; why did he have to break his promise? In the bottom of 
my heart | knew he wanted to see John punished and | understood that, but | wasn't ready to tell anyone 
about the incident, least of all my own brother. | wasn't sure if I'd ever be ready. The comfortable, safe feeling 


I'd found last night when Bruce made love to me was gone now and | felt alone and betrayed. 


| saw the next house in the distance through the light mist and | began looking for a path | knew to be at the 
edge of their property, a farm track leading to an abandoned sheep barn. | used to play in it with my friends 
when | was a little kid, pretending it was an Indian fort or a robbers hideout. The path was half hidden by dead 
bracken but it was still there and | turned onto it. Topping a slight rise | saw the barn looking much as it 
always had. It was made of stone and God knows how old, but it still had most of the roof intact. No one would 
bother me there, it was a perfect place to think 


It was fairly dry inside the barn but | was already cold and damp. At the moment, though, that didn't matter. 
This structure was filled with happy childhood memories and | felt my eyes mist over. Why couldn't life have 
stayed that simple? The building used to have a loft that had long since fallen in, but the heavy wooden beams 
that once supported it were still there. | grabbed onto one and swung up to sit on it like | had a hundred times 
in the past. From there | could see across the fields through what was once a window but was now just a hole 
in the wall. Swirls of mist eddied across the open fields and the fine icy rain still fell. It was comforting in a 
way and | sat watching the rain and letting my mind go blank | didn't want to think about Bruce, or John, or 
Daggers Edge, or anything else. 


| lost track of time and no longer noticed how cold | was, | was trying to let my mind drift, when | was startled 


by a voice almost at my feet. 


"I thought you might be here." 


| nearly fell off the beam in surprise. Craig stood in the doorway of the barn looking at me. 


"What made you think that?" | asked, not really caring. Maybe this wasn't such a good place to be alone as | 
thought. 


He came further in and grabbed the beam as | had done, swinging up to sit next to me before he replied 


"Remember when we were kids we always used to say this would make a great place to hide?" 

| nodded. | didn't speak, and after a moment Craig went on. 

"Bruce is frantic, in case you wondered. He's been driving up and down the roads for miles looking for you." 
| still didn't say anything. 


"You know," Craig went on, "I only talked to him for a few minutes on the phone last night and | only met him 
this morning, but there's one thing | know for certain. That boy is madly in love with you." 


| looked at Craig then looked back out the window. "Then he shouldn't have broken his promise." | muttered. 

"He didn't, you ass!" Craig was getting exasperated now. "All he told me was that John Anderson assaulted you. 
He didn't say how or why or anything else about it. Its obvious someone assaulted you," he looked pointedly at 
my bruised wrists and | quickly hid my hands in my sleeves. 

"Great, | suppose Mom and Dad know, too." | sighed. 


"They aren't trained to be observant. | am. | can guess what happened with John, but I'd rather you told me." 


| looked at him and he held my eyes for a long minute. This was my brother, | reminded myself. Like Bruce, he 
loves me and cares what happens to me. | took a deep breath and began to talk. 


Chapter twenty-one Bruce's POV 
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Chapter Twenty-one 


Bruce's POV 
Janick's long legs were walking down the road so fast that he had completely vanished by the time | threw 
some clothes on and grabbed my car keys. | introduced myself quickly to Craig, tried to reassure Jan's parents 


that everything would be all right, then Craig and | took off in different directions looking for him. 


| was cursing myself soundly, calling myself every name in the book. | couldn't blame Jan for being angry. | did 
promise not to say anything to his folks about the rape. It was just convenient semantics that | didn't include 
his brother in that promise. Of course he thought | lied to him and of course he felt betrayed. Now of all 
times, when he was already fragile and shaken, it must have felt like I'd turned on him by deliberately going 
against his wishes. 


But John Anderson had to pay! | couldn't track him down and murder him with my bare hands, but perhaps 
the law would be able to do something. | didn't use the word ‘rape’ when | talked to Craig on the phone, | only 
said John attacked Jan, but something in my voice must have alarmed him enough that he drove up from 


London in the middle of the night. | wanted to leave it up to Jan to tell Craig the details. | hoped that, as his 


brother, he could persuade him to make a police report even though | couldn't: 


Well, as usual, | fucked everything up royally and now Jan was wandering around in the icy rain wearing only a 
denim jacket! Some boyfriend | was! | couldn't keep him safe and now I've driven him out in the rain! I've done 
nothing but hurt him since we got together, it seemed. And all | want is to make him happy! | love him so 
fucking much it hurts! When he allowed me to make love to him last night | thought it meant that he would be 
okay, that he could put this incident behind him. Well, | fucked up every bit of progress | made and now | was 
tied in knots worrying that he was even more shattered than before. 


Where the hell could he be?! | drove much further than | knew could reasonably have walked before turning 
around. It was possible he's hitched a ride, but somehow | doubted it. He didn't want to be around anyone so he 
wouldn't ride with a stranger, | reasoned. | passed Craig's car going in the other direction and saw that he was 
still alone too; he hadn't found him either. Knowing it was unlikely, | drove back toward town in case he doubled 
around somehow. | drove all the way into Middlesbrough because | couldn't think of anything else to do and yet 
| had to do something. | drove through the streets in the main part of town, filled the car with petrol, then 


drove back to Jan's parents house. Craig's car wasn't there but that didn't mean anything, he was probably 
still looking too. | sat in the driveway for a while, unwilling to go inside and face the unspoken questions of his 


parents. 


If | kept putting Jan through shit like this | was going to lose him. He knows | only have his best interests at 
heart, that | want to see John punished for hurting him and make certain he would never bother us again. But 
the bottom line is that | broke a promise, and that is inexcusable. How was Jan supposed to believe the 


marriage vows | intended to make to him if | was a known promise-breaker? 


| was sitting in the car resting my head on my crossed arms in the steering wheel when | heard a car pull in 
the drive behind me. | looked in my mirror and my heart jumped out of my chest when | saw Craig get out of 
his car followed by Jan | jumped out before | realized he might not want to see me. | wanted to run and throw 
my arms around him but | didn't dare. 


Craig gave me a little wave and continued to the house but Jan stopped in front of me. He was wet to the skin 
and obviously freezing but | didn't see any of the anger | was dreading in his face. He stood looking at me for a 
few seconds, then he spoke. 


‘lm sorry, Brucie." 


He was apologizing to me? | should be the one apologizing to him! "You have nothing to be sorry for! | should 


have respected your wishes. It wasn't my place to involve your brother." 


Jan stepped forward and | was suddenly engulfed in a hug, his voice warm in my ear. "It's all right, Bruce. | 


understand why you did it, and | know you didn't tell him any details. l.l told Craig everything." 


| was astonished, but relieved. | closed my arms around him and we stood in the rain holding one another for a 


few minutes. 


"| love you, Janick! | want to protect you and take care of you and make you happy! | know I've been doing a 
piss-poor job of it and | swear I'll do better!" | buried my face in his damp hair, savoring the scent and 
warmth of his skin. 


"I know, " he sounded choked up, "I don't want you to change a thing! | love you exactly as you are!" He pulled 


back and gave me a peck on the lips. "Now let's go inside; | need a hot shower!" 


| don't know what Craig told their parents but they didn't ask any awkward questions when we entered. Jan's 
Mom told him that she'd have something for him to eat after he changed, and we went on upstairs. Jan went 
straight to the upstairs bathroom and stripped off his wet clothing. | followed, unsure if he wanted me there 


or not, but he looked over at me. 


"Aren't you going to join me?" 


| immediately started undressing, "If you're sure..." 


Jan smiled, reaching in to turn on the shower. | wanted to run my hand down his spine, | always have difficulty 
keeping my hands to myself when Jan's naked, but | refrained. He didn't speak and | wasn't going to press him. 
When the water was hot he turned to me and held the shower curtain aside so | entered. | was swept up in a 
deep kiss so fast it nearly knocked me off balance. 


"Wow!" | gasped when he let me go. 

"Thank you, Brucie." Jan said. 

| was a little confused, "For what?" 

"For knowing what | need before | know it myself. | feel better after talking to Craig. | was afraid people would 


think I'm some kind of weakling for letting myself get raped," his voice faltered a little on that word, "or even ... 
well, that | wanted it." 


"Oh God, Jan, no! No one with any sense would think that." | pulled him to me in a hug. "It can happen to 
literally anyone!" 


He nodded, throwing his head back to let the water cascade through his hair. "I know. Craig talked to me about 
that. He's had some experience with rape victims and he said they all feel like | do to some degree. I'm going to 
file a report against John. Craig said it probably won't do much good because there were no witnesses and 


no..physical evidence, though." 


| winced at that. Physical evidence meant semen and Jan said John didn’t get that far, so even if he'd gone to 
the police right away there wouldn't have been anything. "But you're making a report anyway?" 


Jan nodded, "Yes, because Craig said he would make certain John's name is on a sort of watch list and if he 
even has a traffic stop Craig will find out. That doesn't make me feel much better, but it's the best we can 
do." 

"You should have let me kill him!" | muttered, reaching for the shower gel. 

Jan laughed at that, which | didn't expect, and | tentatively started soaping him up, careful in case he was 
alarmed with someone touching his body. | couldn't help getting half hard, just seeing him naked had done that, 
but | ignored it. 


Jan didn't ignore it, however. He put some of the gel in his hands and started washing me and a couple of 


minutes later his hands slid down my hips and across my arse. 


"Jan, you shouldn't.. you're going to start something we can't finish." 


"Who says we can't?" he gave me a naughty smile. And then to my surprise he went to his knees in front of 
me, still working the lather into my stomach and thighs. Even though he didn't immediately touch me where | 
needed to be touched, the anticipation was such a turn on that when he did finally get there | moaned, then 
clapped my hand to my mouth, remembering we were in his parent's house. He looked up at me, his eyes 
sparkling, and continued to work his magic on me. Jan gives the best head I've ever had and looking down to see 
him kneeling between my legs is an unbelievable turn-on. Last night's hand job was good but this was far, far 
better; | felt like | was on the edge forever before me moaned around me and did something with his tongue 
that sent me over the top. My legs were shaking and | was breathing hard but he stayed where he was, 


kissing and licking me clean until | reached down and pulled him up for a kiss. 


"God, Jan, you're pure magic!" | said against the wet skin of his shoulder. | felt his hardness against my hip and 
reached down to grasp him. "And what would have me do for you, hmmm?" 


"Anything you want," he sighed, so | took my turn on my knees in front of him. He, too, was struggling to keep 
quiet because he often gets quite loud When he came, his knees almost gave out and he staggered against me 
and would have fallen if | didn't grab him around the hips. 


The shower water was cooling by the time we finished and slipped down the hall to the bedroom wearing only 
towels. Downstairs Jan's Mum kept her promise and served up a lunch of hot homemade soup, and after the 
meal Jan and Craig went into their Dad's study, closing the door. | knew they were working on Jan's police 


report and | hoped that re-telling the incident in detail wouldn't be too traumatic for Jan 


It became apparent that Jan's parents were aware in a general way of what had taken place, but to their 
credit they didn't refer to it in conversation and certainly didn't mention it in front of Jan When the two 
brothers were closeted in the study, however, | was helping carry the lunch dishes to the kitchen and their 


Mum took me aside. 


"Bruce, | want you to know how grateful we are that Jan has you at his side. He's a sensitive soul, he always 


has been, but you two balance one another perfectly." 

"I hope | can always be at his side, ma'am. He's an amazing person” 

She gave me a playful slap on the arm, "Call me Lucille! We're family, after alll And | believe you two will be 
together for a long, long time. Jan doesn't give his heart easily,especially after..." she hesitated but we both 
knew she was referring to Joh Anderson, then she went on, " but it's plain to see he's given his heart to you." 
| was touched and impulsively gave her a little hug. 

Strangely enough, rather than being subdued from having to go over the rape with Craig, Jan actually seemed 
more peaceful when the two of them came out. It was as though it had been cathartic for him to unburden 


himself. That night as we were readying for bed Jan brought up the subject of going back home. 


"We don't have to yet, you know." | reminded him 


| know, but l'm anxious to get back to the band. Steve has three gigs lined up this week and | know | still have 
a lot of work to do with Ade and Dave. We've only worked out a few of the songs so far." 


He climbed in to bed next to me and | gathered him for a kiss, "If you're sure, we can head back in the 


morning." 


"I'm sure." he was running his fingers through my hair, "Only, well, don't let me wander around alone in strange 


places, okay?" 
"l'm not planning tol" | assured him. 


Jan phoned Steve as we were driving home the next day and we headed to rehearsals as soon as we stopped in 
at the flat and dropped off our bags. | noticed during the drive that when we stopped for lunch and again at a 
petrol station that Jan stayed further from strangers than he normally would have, and once when a lady 
accidently brushed against him while walking behind us, he jumped a little. It was understandable, but it hurt to 


see. | was sure he would get over this skittishness, but until he did | wasn't going to let him go anyplace alone. 


It seemed that Dave only told the other band members that Jan was roughed up a little by Anderson, he 
made it sound more like an ordinary assault and both Jan and | appreciated it. Once rehearsals began in earnest 


he was completely lost in the music and | knew that for that time, at least, John Anderson didn't even exist. 


Steve was very selective in where the band was booked, he was setting the bar high and it was working 
because the three gigs we had that week were all at upscale clubs and paid quite well. 

On Wednesday, though, Jan and | begged off rehearsals early. We wanted to go out and celebrate, my final 
divorce papers arrived that day. Just as | requested, | was given multiple copies, but just to be absolutely 
certain | checked into the official records. This time | really am free! Jan and | went pub-hopping, not getting 
wasted but having a wonderful time, staying out until last call 


The following weekend Craig phoned and asked if he could stop by the flat. Jan told me that he had only been 
there once before after Jan first moved in; his heavy work schedule and the fact he worked and lived in a 


borough on the opposite side of town made it difficult for the two of them to get together. 


Craig was upbeat and as soon as we welcomed him and brought him a beer he got down to the reason for his 


visit. 

"John Anderson is gone," he announced without preamble. "I did some research and learned that he booked a 
flight to Los Angeles on Monday and applied for an American work Visa, meaning he intends to stay there. 
Personally, | believe he panicked and ran, and I'm glad he did.” 


Jan nodded, "That makes sense, he acted a little freaked out when he ran off" 


"He'd damned well better stay in America," | added, "because there's no way in hell anyone could stop me from 


beating the living shit out of him if | ever laid eyes on him again!" 
Jan smiled and squeezed my hand. | was serious and he knew it. 


"I can call in some favors so if he does return I'll be told, but | don't think we have to worry about that. I've 
seen behavior like that before; when people who aren't normally violent do something that much out of 
character it triggers something in them. They're shocked when the realize what they've done and want to 
distance themselves from anything that would remind them of it" 


I'd read something similar in my psychology classes at University and it made sense to me. Jan was visibly 
relieved and the three of us ended up hanging out all afternoon and going to the local pub. 


Our sex life had returned to normal a day or two after our return to London and thankfully Jan loved it as 
much as ever, but the night Jan learned Anderson was gone he was more aggressive than usual. It was one of 
the rare occasions when he took the dominant role, and | absolutely loved it! Seeing him moving over me so 
enthusiastically is a tremendous turn on; he always gets carried away during sex but when he's on top he's a 
veritable tiger. We made love for hours and | knew instinctively that my Janick was back, the rape fading from 
his mind with the knowledge that Anderson was far, far away coupled with the knowledge that I'm no longer 


married removed any lingering reservations he may have had. 


Chapter Twenty Two - Finale - Janick's POV 
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Chapter Twenty- Two 
Janick's POV. 
Epilogue 


One year from the day | first met Bruce at the little airstrip in Minnesota he formally proposed to me. | had 
no idea what he was planning, he only told me that he wanted us to go on a holiday to celebrate our 
anniversary. Dagger's Edge was taking some time off from touring to work on material for our first album. We 
had just been signed by a small independent record label a month before and, true to his perfectionist nature, 
Steve wanted it to be a polished, professional debut. We'd been taking higher paying gigs so we had enough 
money put aside to take a few weeks away from appearances and the others were holed up in Adrian and 
Dave's new townhouse to work, but after Bruce took Steve aside and had a few minutes of quiet conversation 


Steve was grinning teasingly at Bruce and telling him they could spare us for a few days. 
"What have you got going on in that sneaky mind of yours?" | asked Bruce as we drove home that evening. 


He cut his eyes across at me and | could tell he was fighting to hold back a smile, "You'll see. When we get 


home | want you to pack enough stuff for three or four days because we're leaving in the morning.’ 
"Leaving for where?" 


"Nuh-uh, I'm not going to tell you; its a surprise." No matter how | cajoled him throughout the night all | got 


was a sly smile and a kiss. | resigned myself to waiting. 
The next morning we set out in the car Bruce had recently bought and before long we were leaving the 
sprawling London metro area behind. We were heading west but beyond that | had no clue where we were going 


and Bruce refused to tell me. We drove for hours and the first clue | had was when we crossed into Wales. 


"Wales, Bruce?" | couldn't figure out why he was going there, neither of us has ever gone to Wales except for 


an odd gig or two, and that was only for a night. 


Patience, love," he smiled over at me and briefly reached over to slide his hand up my leg. "We still have 


another hour to go." 


After several miles Bruce exited the main highway and took increasingly narrow back roads, having to stop for 


the occasional sheep in the road. At last he turned onto a drive between two rough stone gate posts. 
"Are we there yet?" | said in my best whiney little kids voice. 


Bruce laughed and nodded "Yup." as the car rounded a curve. Ahead of us was something straight out of a 
storybook, a small cottage with flowering vines climbing the rock walls and informal gardens lining the drive. 
Bruce stopped the car and turned to me. 


"Happy anniversary, love. I've rented this cottage for three days, it's fully stocked so we won't have to leave 


for anything unless we want to. It will just me you and me." 


| was staring at the scene in front of us. IT was idyllic. "You and me alone here for three days! This is 


fantastic, Bruce!" | slid over and clasped him in a hug. "I love you!" 


The inside of the little house was as quaint and charming as the outside, completely modern but decorated in a 
homey, country style that felt cozy and comfortable from the moment | walked in. We'd had a pretty heavy 
schedule for the past couple of months taking gigs all over England and as far as Scotland, and Bruce had been 
especially busy because he'd finally completed his pilot recertification, so the idea of a few days of relaxation 


sounded like heaven. 


| soon discovered that this wasn't just any cottage, it was one marketed for romantic getaways, and among 
the food and beverages it was stocked with four bottles of champagne. | discovered them when | was checking 
out the refrigerator. Bruce was in the lounge lighting the fireplace and | called out to him. 


"It looks like you're planning to get me drunk on champagne!" 


"Not drunk," he replied, "just mellowed." He came in to the kitchen then, looking around at the hanging copper 


cookware and the flowers growing right up against the window, then he looked at me. 


"We'll break out the champagne after dinner," he told me, giving me a lingering glance. | was a little puzzled by 
his manner, he seemed almost nervous, though | couldn't imagine why the thought of drinking champagne would 
make him nervous. True to his word, after we put together a meal from the various foods the cottage was 
stocked with, Bruce suggested we sit out on the back patio with our champagre. It a picture-perfect summer 
evening with cool shadows and a warm orange sunset and so many wildflowers growing around us that there 
was a different scent every time the breeze changed direction It was a flagstone patio furnished with a bistro 
table and a garden swing and Bruce led me to the garden swing. He was unusually quiet for a few minutes but 
| thought nothing of it, | leaned back as we swung gently, listening to the bees in the flowers and the song of 
birds readying to nest for the night. | know nothing about champagne but this seemed to be very fine stuff, it 
wasn't tangy or sour but bubbly and slightly fruity. 


"Jan," Bruce ventured after a few minutes. | looked over at him, we sat only inches apart and | saw that his 


expression was solemn and serious. 

"What? You look kind of preoccupied" | remarked. 

He smiled then , "I guess | am. | want to ask you something.” 

His manner was making me a little wary and you could hear it in my voice, "Okay, go ahead." 

He was silent for a few seconds, then he reached out and took my hand. | didn't notice until that moment that 
he was holding something, but | felt him slip something on my finger. | looked down to see a gold signet ring, 
then | noticed he was wearing one similar that I'd never seen before. | looked up at him in surprise but before 
| could say anything he took my other hand. 

"Will you marry me, Janick?" 

| probably gasped out loud. Sure, we'd talked about getting married and referred to it in passing by saying 
things like ‘when we're married, or ‘after we get married’, but it always felt very abstract, like it was years 
away. This was happening now! Holy shit! | couldn't help but feel a little choked up, but | didn't hesitate for a 


moment. 


"Yes." 
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